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“See here, Miss Teacher,
this ain't no reception—"

THE PECOS BELLE

By
Sally Noon Burrell
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Panic LoomecL.The Show Went On!

Crowded Theatre Goes
Dark as Fuse Blows

“The dog-and-pony number was finishing,** writes
Stage Manager Frank M.Polhamius, Jr., of 195 Fuller
Lane, Winnetka, llk, “when an overloaded main fuse
blew out. As the stage went black, panic threatened
the lives of thousands crowding the full house.
‘“Part of my equipment as stage manager is my
trusty ‘Eveready* flashlight. Before the audience
could sense that anything was wrong, | called for
the curtain, dashed to the wings and played my
flashlight on the apron of the stage like a baby spot.
“Fortunately, a dance team was ready to go on.
In a split second they were on the stage and going
through their routine in the spot furnished by my
flashlight.: DATED ‘Eveready* batteries in that

“EVEREADY?”
ARE FRESH

flashlight had lighted my
way around dark theatres
formanyweeksbeforethey
were called upon to meet tht3 spine-chilling emer-
gency. So you can bet | realized in those critical
moments just how much it can mean to buy bat-
teries that are fresh and full
of life. No one can ever
know how many lives were
saved by DATED ‘Eveready*
batteries that night.

(Signed)

BATTERIES
BATTERIES

The date-line guarantees freshness

EXTRF{

NATIONAL CARBON CO.. INC., 30 East 42nd Street, New York, N.Y.

IT SURE, WAS LUCKY THOSE BATTERIES

HAD THE POWER TO LAST THROUGH

THAT’DANCE ACT / | WANT SOME_MORE
Y>F'THErSAME KIND..

THAT,WASN'TjLUCK ~TttAT WAS 'FRESHNESS J
ALL 'BATTERIES, CONTAIN "MOISTURE WHEN,"
,THEYRe *FRESH.ASTHEY ' DRY OUT AFTER
MONTHS ON THE SHELF. POWER™DIES.
THAT'S WHY’ THE “EVEREADY* OATgsUME
[GUARANTEES LONG LIFE.

RR-1
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ROMANCE NOVEL

PECOS BELLE . Sally Noon Burrell

Three women—Iloving him—had gone to his res-
Two wanted something in return——
The third-—

WESTERN NOVELETTES

THE WILD AND THE TAME Ryder Sage

Had she been a vision—that golden-haired, skin-

clad girl Ivho rode a wild stallion’s back as though
she were part of the animal?

SECRET OF THE HILLS Jane Hurrle

And then—instead of turning the desert into
fertile land with her tears—the girl brightened
like a little bird that had found, a nest------

SHORT LOVE STORIES
THE DARLING LITTLE LAMBS

Mona Farnsworth

"1'd like to wring their necks! 1 won't have any-
thing to do with ayyboqy that raises sheep!

FEMININE FOR TENDERFOOT
Clara Perman

There she stood—the "guy" these men were going
to shoot, poison, hang or lynch!

THE LADY RETREATS Mary L. Garvin
—but still she refuses to believe in signs------

VERSE
A-RIDIN1DOUBLE ON TIN CUP

Pecos Pete
SITTIN' BILL Carmen Malone
FEATURES

FAMOUS WOMEN OF THE WEST

Anita Allen

The seventeenth in the series. This month: The
Girl Called “Captain lack.”

THE PONY EXPRESS

Readers’ Department

A department of letters from Romantic Range
readers.
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OF EACH MONTH

SINGLE COPY, 10c = = YEARLY, $1.00
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Ir busty brjuns did squeak, no one would have to warn you against trying to
get ahead in a modem world with antiquated training! Keeping your brain modem
Is just as important as keeping plant equipment modern. The best way to keep your
brain up to date is to keep your training up to date. The business oi modernizing
men's training is the business of the International Correspon-
dence Schools. All over the world men testify to the effective-
ness of I. C. s. training —and if you are stuck on a job, if your
pay envelope is too thin, this coupon can be the first step
towards changing the whole course of your life. MONEY

INT ERNATION AL CORRESPONDEN CE SCHQOL.S

BOX 4908-J, SCRANTON, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and
Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which 1 have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

O Architect O Sheet Metal Worker o0 Plumbing G Nte itting O Bridge Engineer

O Architectural Draftaman O Boilermaker 0 Heating Q Ve G Bridge and Building Foreman
O Building Ketirnatiug Q Telegraph Engineer D Air Conditioning O Chemistry

Q Contractor and Builder O Telephone Work 0 Radio G Steam Engineer C Pharmacy

O Structural Draftsman Q Mechanical Engineering Q Steam Electric Engineer G Coal Mining

Q Structural Engineer 0 Mechanical Draft*man 0O Marine Engineer 0 Mirth Forefnan O Fire Boeee*
Q Management of Invention* O Machinist Q Toolmaker 0 R. It. Locomotives O Navigation

Q Electrical Engineer O Patternmaker O R. K. Section Fnreioar 11 Cotton Manufacturing

O ISloctric Lighting O Dieeel Engine* Q Air Brakes G U. R. Signalmen Q Woolen Manufacturing

o0 Welding. Electric and Ga* O Aviation Engines O Highway Engineering G Agriculture

Q Reading Shop Blueprints O Automobile Mechanic O Civil Engineering O Fruit Crowing

O Heat Treatment of Metala Q Refrigeration O Surveying and Mapping O Poultry Farming

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

0 Buainem Management O Bookkeeping O Service Station Salesmanship 0 Grade School Subjeot*

O Induetrial Management D Secretarial Work O First Year College Subject* O High School Subject*

O Traffic Management O Spanish O Business Correspondence O College Preparatory

O Accountancy O French ) 0 Stenography and Typing O IMuntratiug

O Coat Accountant O Salesmanship G Civil Service O Mail Carrier 0O Cartooning

0O C. P, Accountant O Advertwing O Railway Mail Cletk O Lettering Show Card* O Sign*

DoMEsSTIC SCIENCE COURSES
Homo Dreeamaking 0 Advanced Dreaamakiug G Millinery O Food* and Cookery
Professional I)rewmskinx an ID. ' * 0 Tea Room and Cafeteria Management. Catering

oo

Nan%e.......... N CAQE.eee Address..
CltYeviiiiiiiiiis et e State.....ceeeeennnne Present POSItioN........ocoucuevveriieiiisiiiine
If pan reside Canada. tend this coupon it the International Correspondence Schools Canadian. Limited, \fentreat. Canada

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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From a MEDICAL JOURNAL: “The researches (of these donors)
led them to believe that colds result from an acid condition. To over-

Come this, they prescribe various alkalies.”™

7 . n in i

TEA AND COFFEE ROUTES
PAYIN® UP TO $60.00 IN A WEEK

National company nooda more men at once to
make regular calls on local routes. Noexperi-
ence needed
producers brand-new Ford cars

nus.Rush name on postcard for FREEafSacdt%-
ALBERT MILLS

4290 Monmouth Cincinnati, Ohio

WANT a new

business profes-

sion of your

own with” all

the trade you

can attend to?

Then become a foot correctionist, and in a few weeks

earn big iucome in service fees—-not medical, not chi-

ropody—easy terms for home training, no further

capital needed, no goods to buy, no agency. Estab-
lished 1894. Address

Stephenson Laboratory, 33 Back Bay, Boston. Mass.

SKIA

Only

ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING N25
cal field. Prepara yourself, at Low Cost, for aecore future. Modern course.
So_simplified anyone can understand quickly )
niniA CM IN CPRINft Extra fine course Inradio, public address, pboto-
nAtlIlU CPIUlisten IITU electric work. Trains yoo to be super-service
man real vacuum tube technician. Experimental Kit# fuimished~ Diploma
riven od completion. Tuition, ONLY $25, either course. Deferred payment
plan_available

H w* p | Send name quick for free copie* of school catalogs, student
ma t t =

LiNGon ENGINEERTN G L2 e L " Box 981754 Lincoln, Nabr.
Flush Kidneys of
Acid and Poisons

Stop Getting Up Nights

When kidneys are dogged they become weak
—the bladder is irritated—often passage is
scanty and smarts and burns—sleep is restless
and nightly visits to the bathroom are frequent.
The right harmless and inexpensive way to stop
this trouble and restore healthy action to
kidneys and bladder is to get from any druggist
a 35-cent box of Gold Medal Haarlem Oil
Capsules and take as directed—you won't be
disappointed—but be sure and get GOLD
MEDAL Haarlem Oil Capsules—the original
and genuine—right from Haarlem in Holland—
a grand kidney stimulant and diuretic. Remem-
ber also that other symptoms of kidney and
bladder trouble are backache, leg cramps, puffy
eyes, moist palms and nervousness.

BECAUSE . ..
THEY ACT

J3 W ZU S

Soo*he inflamed membranes.

@ Men'hoi helps clear the head.

Buiid up aiKa'ine reserve.

i tmpofloflf to cc'd raiilome}

CATARRH or SINUS

Irritation Duo to Nasal Congestion
CHART FREE!/

Ball's Catarrh Medicine relieves phlegm-filletf
throat, stuffed up nose, catarrhal bad breath, hawk*
sng.and Sinus headaches caused by nasal congestion.
ftoHof or Vonr Monty Back. At all Druggist's. Smm4
PostCord for FraaTraatmantChart. 6 5yearsin business,

F.J. CHENEY & CO, Dept 6813, TOLEDO. O.

LET ME SEMD YOU
THIS1ITAILORED suIT

AND PAYYOU UP TO $10 INADAY

Amazing new ideal Wear thia splendid suit and 1'll
gay for it if you'll follow my easy plan and qualify.
hoose suit from fine woolens, Urfiomn tailored...to_your ,
measure. Just show it to your friends. Make up to $I0 in
5 Jay—Mey—representing bfo natignally-known taflorinr honae
No experience needed. ACTUAL SAMPLES FREE! Write today |
for details of eenaational new plan and actual Samples. SEND NO |

1300 W. Harrison. Dapt. Z-9S2, Chicago.

l.,earn Profitable Profession
in QO days at Home

Salaries of Men and Women in the fanemating pro-
fession of Swediah Maanafe ran aa high ae $40 to
£70 per week bat many prefer to open their own of-
fices. U rge incomes from Doctors, hoepitale, nani
tarSams and private patients come to those who
qualify throog-h oar trafoimr. Reducing
malone offers rich rewards for specialism,
K Write for Anatomy Charts. earnpie lee:
, eonsheetsand booklet—They'reF

\ THE College of Swedish Message
>«1601 Warren Blvd., Dept. A94, Chicago
(Successor to National Coliege 0] Massage)

wveowe CHEAP OIL BURNER

COOK and HEAT Without Co,L

h Yar Resat Semal
HOTTER-CHEAPER

Dirt or Ashes —Twice tho
Heat Quick at LESS COST.

COOK and HEAT for LESS

An amazing new type oil burner which experts and users say
beats any ever gotten out, burns cheap oil a new way, without
pre-generating or clogging up: gives quick Intense heat-at LESS
COST by turn of valve. It slips into your stove, range or furnace.
One free to one person in each locality who will demonstrate and aft
as agent. Write quick, be first to learn how to end drud%ery of coal
and wood and make big money, spare or full time—mail Te.  postcard
today te United Factories, P-104 Factory Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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LeentoMe30, 50, *ba ek

| will train you at home for good spare

time and full time JOBS IN RADIO

J. £. SMITH
President
National Radio
Institute
Est*blishecC1914

Many Radio Experts Make $30*
$50, $75 a Week
TAG you want to make more
money? Radio offers you many
opportunities for well-paying spare
time and full time jobs. Broadcast-
ing stations employ engineers, op-
erators, station managers and pay
up to $,(>00 a year. Spare time
Radio set servicing pays many $200
to $>00 a year—full time servicing
pays many $50, $50, $75 a week.
Jinny Radio Experts own full time
or part tinn* Radio businesses.
Manufacturers and jobbers employ
testers, inspectors, foremen, engi-
neers, servicemen, paying up to
$6,000 a year. Radio operators on
ships get good pay and see the
world. Automobile, police, aviation,
commercial Radio, loud speaker sys-
tems offer good opportunities now
and for the future. Television
promises good jobs soon. Men X
trained have good jobs in all these
branches of Radio.

Please mention this magazine when

Many Make $5, $10, $15 aWeek
Extra in Spare Time
While Learning

Almost every neighborhood needs a good
spare time serviceman. The day you enroll
I start sending Extra Money Job Sheets
showing how to do Radio repair join.
Throughout your training 1 send plans mid
ideas that made good spare time money for

Find Out What Radio Offers You
Mail the coupon nmt* fur "Rich Howards in
Radio.” Ita tree to any fellow mer 1d
years old. It points nut Radio’'s spare tima
and full time opportunities, also those com-
ing in Television; tells about my Laming in
Radio and Television: shows i:]l actual "let-
ters from men | trained, tells what they are
doing, earning; shows my Money “Rac'c
Agreement. MAIL COUPON in an envelops
or paste on penny postcard—NOW!

hundreds. 1 send Special Equipment to con- J.E. SMITH,
duct experiments, build circuits, get practi- President
cal experience. | CITE YOU A COM- Nati | Radi
PLETE, MODERN. PROFESSIONAL ALL o e
WAVE, ALL PURPOSE RADIO SET nstitute,
SERVICING INSTRUMENT TO HELP Dept. 7MD,
SERVICE SETS QUICKER—SAVE TIME, Washington,
MAKE MORE MONEY. D.C.
B 5 E, SMITH, President
L] National Radio Institute, Dept, 7MD
Washington, D. C.
Dear Mr. Smith: Without oblic?ating me. send "Rich Rewards in Radio,"
whichsé)oints out spare time and full time opportunities in Radio explaining
a your 50-51) method of training men at home in spare time to become Radio
a Experts. “(Please write plainly.)
3 Name.., Age.
1 Address
L-CU -. L

answering advertisements
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FREE Book—" Real Reiki”

learn, without cost, how Nacor has brought real relief—wer a >®8
period of years to sufferers like Mary Bean and Many others. 8o
why continue to suffer? Do what they did to got relief, Iry
NACOR1 How grateful you will bo if It does for you what it has
done for them. Before you spend a penny convince yourself that
NACOR gives relief, Today—now—write for this Free book. Bend
no money—just write.

THE NACOR MEDICINE CO.
944 STATE LIFE BIBB, SMUMJtAPOUS. INC.

TRAIN FOR PAY FOR YOUR TRAINING

FTDITITY AFERYOU GRRDUATE
V 1111V I 1 1 INSWWLMONHY PAYMVENTS

EARN LIVING EXPENSES WHILE TRAINING
EMPLOYMENT HELP AFTER YOU GRADUATE
Don't let shortage of cash hold you back. My Pay

tops; Job Help, after finishing your Training
Electric Refrigeration—Air Conditioning Course
OOW included Free. Write for Book and foTl details
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL ,
SO0 S. Paulina St., Dept. 97-85, CHICAGO, ILL.

60 POWER TELESCOPE $2.19

VARIABLE EYEPIECE. 20X-40X—-60X

uru /1 Three telescopesin one. 3 different i
“ > * niflcations. 20 power for ultra-bright

images with 40 and 60 power for extra long

range. Guaranteed to bring distant

objects, people, sports events,

ships, moon, stars, etc. —

60 times as close

ey
near the money

fol made for anywhere
Can bo collapsed
to less than a foot in length. Multiple

lena system. 30 mm. objective, in heavy

*r_ braes mount. Directions included for using aa a
Compound 4 lens microscope. American made. We pay the postage. Only $2.19.
BROWNSCOPE CO., Dept. 3S, 234 Fifth Ave.t New York* N. Y.

n J*alci -

nating book on Scien-

tiflcally solved true crime

case* sent “absolutely free to those

‘'over  17.  Also tells. how to get into
Scientific _Crime_ Detection. Bome  Study.
New opportunities. Travel. Steady Employment.

, "Experience not necessary. Very easy terms.
_ RME CETECTION INSITTUTE CF AVERICA OC
fiCAC Bldg, I. T. Baitelt, Pig. OtjL 7L7. Biafastoa, West Virgo*

BE A

Big Pay— Big Opportunity
Big business needs trained traffic men and pays them
well. Train in your spare time for this highly profit-
able, growing profession. Low cost; easy terms.

Write now for valuable 64-page book—FREE.
LaSalle Extension University, DeptU£5-T. Chicago

Please mention this magazine

GET BIG husky |

AMAZING NEW

[Big Muscle Building Training Course
8«VS naonsy oo this amazing coarse of phESICaIA
culture. Blk_ Husky 10 Cabin Muscle Builder Exerciser.
200 Lbs. Resistance (Adjustable). Two
Hand Grips. Wall Exerciser for
velopment. Head Harness (adjustable) and Foot Gear.
RowIn* Machine Attachments. Skip Rope. The Great
Shadow Bexar. Completely lllustrated Course “ HOW TO
* DS— EAT AND GROW STRONG.
Secrets of Jhi*Jltsu. Wrestling Holds. Feats of
Special Waya to Get Big Biceps. Strengthen
Your . Muscle "Gauge. TentYour Own Strength.
Secrets of Chest Expansion. Stomach
rower for Legs end Thighs. “For Men Only,” facta
ou should know. Stirrup Exercises for Husky Legs.
pecial “30 Day Tramm? Schedule" that tells you
what to do each day and numerous
other featoree. All This— For Only
$2.99. Act quickly. Send your
T address. We'll shi
everything out by return mail.
Pay "postman onéy $2.99_Plus
postal charges. utside if, S.
Lcash with order.

HERCULES EXERCISES
49 East 21st St. Dept. LI3
New York, N. Y. © I. P. D. Ins.

Regain Manhood!
Quickly—Guaranteed

Now Science has perfected a new Viennese gland
formula. This_ treatment Vigorgland builds up the
Eland functioning of man's “glands without harm.
ree Trial—Try medical science’s newest contribution.
Send $1.00 (balance $1.00 collect C.0.D.) on absolute
gufarehntdee that you are absolutely satisfied or money
refunded.

Physicians Supply Labs., 247 Park Ave. NwWY<iScty

dont WORRY

Why put up with years of | ABOUT
needless discomfort and

worry? Try a Brooks Auto-

matic Air Cushion. This

marvelous appliance per-

mits the opening to close,

yet holds reducible rupture
securely,comfortably~day

and night. Thousands report amazing results.
Light, neat-fitting. No hard pads or stiff springs
to chafe or gouge. Made for men, women and
children. Durable, cheap, Sent on trial to prove it.
Never sold in stores. Beware of imitations. Write for
Free Book on Rupture, no-risk trial order plan, and
proof of results, AIll correspondence confidential.

BROOKS COMPANY, 188-K State St, Marshall, Web.

when answering advertisements
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BUT JACKIE, ALL THE
FELLOWS CAN
DO THINGS* BUT YOHI;-
... HELEN LIKES
POPULAR BOYS.,
YOU JUST SIT>

AROUND

AND MOPe %

AT HELEN'S PARTY

r's~~-v~JACK EVANS. .WITH
OVER 5000 VOTES-
WINS FIRST PRIZE
FOR HIS BEAUTIFUL HARMONICA
PLAYING!...ONE MORE TUNE

DAY

w

Boys and Girls who are good Ilarmonica players
ate always popular-—always in demand at parties

and “ get-togethers.”

Learn to play the Harmonica.
the new Hohner Instruction Book.

coupon for your Free copy.
M. HOHNER, Inc.

V ER

MAH

Don't miss good times.

It's so easy with
Just mail the

351 Fourth Ave. New York
|
!| FAddress
fB IS iP kflx

BEFORE WE SIGN OFF?!

1Z 1

WELL,MAY AS WELL
PRACTICE UP FOR
AMATEUR HOUR.
GEE! THERE'S AN IDEA1\
MY HARMONICA1 ,
J/THEY DON'T KNOW
Ns? ICAN PLAY!

JACK EVANS! AND
IDIDN'T EVEN INVITE
HIMTO THE
PARTY. ff~

N

WHY JACK EVANS!-YOU WERE!f

WONDERFUL!
LAST NIGHT..

WE ALL HEARD YOU
. CONGRATULATIONS !

...I'M HAVING ANOTHER PARTY
NEXT WEEK AND I WANT YOU TO
COME...WILL YOU HELP ME ROUND
UP THE BUNCH?... AND BE SURE
TO BRING YOUR HARMONICA !

FREE irsecl oo

M. HOHNER, Inc. Dept. 38M

3S1 Fourth Ave., New York City

Please semi me your new Instruction Book FREE.

(XX X J
Address’ Canadian” inguiriés to Holigh s Kosﬁ@r:,ettd., Térohto

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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a Queer Way
to Learn Music/

1JE TOUR own music teacher. Ju*t a aim
g* #)le, easy, home*study method. Takes only pick Your Isatrameat
e

minutes—averages only a few cents pjano Guitar
—a day. No "gTind" or hard work. Eve Violin Saxophone
etep is clear as crystal—simple as A-B- Organ Mandolin

throughout. You'll” be surprised at your cCornet Ukulele
ewn rapid progress. From the start you are Trombone Harp
learning real tunes by note. Learn to play pieeelo Clarinet
"jazz" or classical selections—right at home
in your spare time

Free Book and Demonstration Lesson i

Don't be a wallflower. Sendfor Free Book* Plano Accordion
let and Free Demonstration lesson. These Italian and German
explain  our wonderful home study method _Accordion
fully and show you how easily and quickly Voice and Speech
you“can learn to play at little expense. Men- Culture
tion your favorite ‘instrument. ' Instruments Harmony and
supplied when needed, cash or credit. Write Composition
NOwW

: Drums and Traps
U.S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC Banjo (Plectrum,
35911 Brunswick Bldg.. New York City

5-String or Tenor)

Just to get acquainted with
new customers, we will beautifully enlarge one
snapshot negative (film) to 8x10 inches—
FREE—if you enclose this ad with 10c for
return mailing. Information- on hand tinting
in natural colors sent immediately. You-r nega-
tive will be returned with your free enlarge-
ment. Send it today.

GEPPERT STUDIOS ool iinesbiona

Flute 'Cello
Hawaiian Steel Guitar
Trumpet

NEW
BENJAMIN AIR PISTOLS

P«werful-Accurate—Economical—Practi-
cal-Adjustable Shooting Force—Amazing
Maximum Velocity— cal.” 177 or 22 and BB—
Fox Targetand Small Game—the only Genu-

ger—Safety. Price $7.60. Bolster $2.00. Also 177 and 22
Bhurie Shot_Air_Rifle* *7.60-Sin«le Shot BB Air Rifle $6.00
—*6 Shot BB Repeater Air Rifle $7.60—at Dealer or Direct—

mAPrice

m s fs z
Only 10c a Day

=are ovtr X Mfe.’e Oritf. Price
all eUodard up-to-date officem od-*-

SEND NO UANVT

Feather
Weight
— W Vo M «»*

Fim cmitn Ir inletM eM

Iniornatlsna! Typewriter Etch., ISUhiSSKiS

HELP
15 MILES OF
KIDNEY TUBES

To Flub eutAckii and Other
Poisonous Waste

Doctors say your_ kidneys contain 15 Miles of tiny
tubes or filters which help to purify the blood and
keep you healthy. Most people pass” about 3 pints a
da'y_ or about 3 ‘pounds of waste. .

requent or scanty passages with smarting and
burning shows there may be something wrong with
your Kidneys or bladder. = i

An excess of acids or poisons in your blood, when
due to functional kidney disorders,” may be the be-
glnnln? of nagging bacKache, rheumatic pains, lum-
ago, leg pains, loss of pep nnd energy, getting up
nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes, headaches
and dizziness. i i

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’'s Pills,
used successfully by millions for over 40_P/ears. They
ive happ%/ relief and will help the 15 Miles of kidney
ubes flush out poisonous waste from your blood. Get
Doan’s Pills.

Classified Advertising

Detectives— Instructions

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Work home or travel.
DETECTIVE articulars free. Experience unnecessary.  Write
GEORGE WAGONER. 2640-A Broadway, New York.

BE A DETECTIVE.
?ortunityA Write for free particulars.
ndiana.

Make secret investigations. Excellent op-
Raymond Stults, Elkhart,

Patents Secured

PATENTS SECURED.
Immediately: Victor J. Evans & Co.,
Washington, C.

Two valuable booklets sent free. Write
911-P Victor Building,

PATENTS—Reasonable terms. Book and advice free. L. F.
Randolph, Dept. 513, Washington, D. C.

Help Wanted— Instructions

FOREST JOBS AVAILABLE $125-$175 MONTH. Cabin. Hunt,
E)rap, pagoIIA Qualify immediately. Write Rayson Service C-59,
enver, Colo.

Correspondence Courses

500,000 USED CORRESPONDENCE COURSES and Educational

Books. Sold.  Rented. Exchanged. All subjects. Satisfaction
uaranteed. Cash paid for us courses. Complete details
argain _catalog Free. Send name. Nelson Company, 4002 Man-

hattan Building, Chicago.

Salesmen Wanted

Excellent opportunity

WANTED COUNTY DISTRIBUTORS.
Large = company.

for earnings. Nationally advertised product.
Dept. 251 Fyr-Fyter Company, Dayton, Ohio.

Old Money Wanted

$500.00 PAID for certain Indian Head Cents. Large Cents
$2000.00. Half Dollars $1500.00, etc. Send Dime For “Complete
Catalogue. Romanocoinshop, Dept. 142, Nantasket, Mass.

Learn TAP DANCING

IN YOIM OWN HOME!
Your choice of the following complete TAP Dante
~AANroutinea: Waltz Clog.-Buck and Wing, Truckin’,
~mSoftShoe, Eccentric, Shim Sham Shimmy, Military
Buck.Dap”e. Novelty Rateball Dance
COMPLETE ROUTINE ONLV 50c¢

[iBontj— t conplete 3, on\Whwy Back beste!

ROY GOULD'S STUDIO

P 0 Box 67?.Clinton Hill Newark. N |

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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BOYS! e GIRLS!

BIKE
GIVEN

YOU CAN GET a Boy'aor a Girl's
Model Bicycle like this or big cash
commission for SIMPLY GIV-
ING AWAY FREE artEicture,
with our famous WHITE CLO-
VERINE SALVE, used forcuta.
burns, chaps, sores, etc., which

you sell to your friends at 25c

a box (with art picture FREE)

and remitting as per our new
premium catalog andplanbook.

Many other premium offers in
catalog. Our 42nd Year. We

are fair and square! — Sell one

or more boxes of CLOVEKINE

GIVEN werororven
MovieProjector

NewPremium! Fully equipped
with electric motor. Baked
crystal enamel. Accommo-
dates 200feet film, eight min-
ute show—two empty reels.
Tilting device for an-

gle projection. Re-

verse rewind to top

spool. Framer, Re-

flector. SPECIAL

bulb, cord and a

plug. Size of pic-

ture 20 x 2fiinches ,

at a distance of ten
feetfromthescreen

A Jim Dandy! Getone .
now! FREK?25 feet of Film
valued at 75¢c included if you
remitin 10days! You can

BOYS!
GIRLS!

Headlight; Horn;

Tool Bos: Coaster * SALVE in most every home. get this Projector easily’,

Old Cloverine Agents ordel ySimply GIVING AW AY
NO MONEY

Brake. Yea. fully . SEND I— FREE art pictures with our —err unm o
equipped. Chfomi-1 Vn\/%m{,—ust you. Be First! Begin famous WHITE CLOVER- sttBIUIU 1T —
#gk[éartAabrgné\/lﬁgg now. MAIL COUPON BELO(\;N. Il\l"EtSALVEf,_usgd fgrzscutst,) bu{nsihchapts, SOE%SI,ESC., \évhich>¥ou
- A sell to your friends at 25¢c a box (with picture and remit as
sporty bike for every WILSON CHEMCO‘ INC.P R/?r_ our new premium plan catalog. Send no money. We trust you.
ambitious boy or girl! DEPT. BS-29, TYRONE, PA. ail coupon. WilsonChem .Co. Inc, Dept. BS-29, Tyrone, Pa.

G IVEN I Monoyt

Floor Model«

GlVEN RADIO or RIFLE &oys -

IVER JOHNSON 22-Cal. Bolt ac-
1938 MODEL STREAMLINE

AEROFLITE WAGON

a Genuine 5-tube AC Superheter-

odyne Floor Model Radio, long or

shortwave band, dynamic speaker

—aeroplane dial. Striped walnut

cabinet. 37ins. high. Anornament A Beauty! A REAL COASTERWAGON\
—With abigstreamlined all metal body, size
20x 48. with 8>* in. ball-bearing wheels and
1-inch rubber tires. Yours for SIMPLY .

GIVING AWAY FREE beautiful pic-

to any home. It's unusual, Ra-
dio, Rifle or big cash commission

tures with our famous WHITE CLO-
VERINE SALVE_

yours for Simply GIVING Away
FREE art pictures with famous

used forchaps,
burns, etc,,

WH|TE CLOVERINE
ALV ,nee‘é%r
easily sold

bums, chaps, sored
, whichyou sell
tofriends at
26c a box

ricnda at 2> a
(with pic-

box (with picture
KitEE) and remit
ture Free)
and remit as

“ % per new bt*
{;\zr our catalog.
LSON CHEM CO,,

Tyrone, Pa?

Newest type steering”™
BE FIRST!

Dept BS-29, MAIL COUPON NOW!

Mail Coupon!
" BANJO»
MICKEY MOUSE

Guitar Wsses

Standard Size Guitar, regulated—fretted ebonized
finger-board, pearl position dots. —Tenor BANJO
With 11 inch rim—16 flat top brackets—Inlaid post- ,
tion, calf-skin head, patent pegs. See Mickey Mouse
on the Dial of the watch! In colors, tool See the
two charms on the bracelet. WHAT A WATCH
FOR BOYS AND GIRLS 1 You can easily get a
Guitar. Banio. Watch or big cash commission by SIMPLY

KAMYSioRRFUPY ' r-- - - - IV IA IL COUPON NOW!—

tures with our fam- = WILSON CHEM CO.. Inc., Dep!. BS-29, Tyrone. Pa. Date................
WHITE CLO-B Gentlemen: —Plcaae aend me 12 Beautiful Art Pictures with 12 box
VERINE SALVE | WHlTECI__OV_i'.HiNKSALVEto-u-III—t25_cabox(?(iving picture FREE).
used for burns. | | will remit within 30 days, select a premium or keepetiah commission
haps sores J 85 per Pretn‘'um plan catalog sent with order, postage paid.

etc., which you
Bell t0o friendB =

We
Trust You!

at25cabox (with | Name
picture FREE) 2

and remitting aa |

per oar newpre-5 p n

tniatn catalog. | -St.
Many other vala- 5
able gifts. 42nd |
Year. We are reli-J Town- State
able.' BE FIRST! | print vouh last naaK ONLY INSPACK BELOW

Wlmjo.lne:t i II l(! i! | i

Tyrone. Pa.

WILSON'S - COUGH DROPS -
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6 0 DAYS
TRIAL

i I have thousands of
1satisfied customers
fall over the countr
who could not a
ford to R big
prices. ave been
making dental plates
for _many years, by mall. | guarantee you satis-
faction or "they do _not cost you one cent, and
take your word- Teeth made especially for you
personally can be tried for SIXIY days. In one Penn-
sylvania "town alone, 91 people are wearing teeth
made by me. They are eatlsfled and have eaved
money.

SEND NO MONEY

My plates are very beautiful to look at and are con-
structed to give life-long service and satisfaction. You
can look younger at once. They are made with
pearly white genuine porcelain teeth. Well fitting and
guaranteed unbreakable. Remember you do not send

one cent—just your name and ad-

FREE dress, and we send free impression

material and full detailed direc-

tions. Be sure to write today for my low prices and

complete Information. Don't put this off. Do it today.
DR. S. B. HEINIMGER, D. D. S.

440 W. Huron St., Dep.1151,Chicago, lllinois

THE TRUTH ABOUT

Stomach Ulcers

Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity

Booklet on simple home treatment. Hundreds report they
rite ilj were saved from expensive operations. Learn all about
this amazing inexpensive home treatment. Pain relieved from the
start. ~ No rigid or liquid diet. This valuable booklet sent FREE
with informafion as to guaranteed trial offer. TWIN CITY VON
O., Dept. 279. Saint Paul Minnesota.—Ady.

BECOME AN EXPERT

Accountant

Executive Accountants ond to 1X6,000 a year
Thousands of firms noed them’ Onl 55000 Cinitied Pubtie Acesunt:
ants in the U-S. W« train yon thorolyt home in Bpare time for C .P-
examinationa or executive accounung position*. Previous experlence
cnnecessory. Personal training under supervision of .staffof C.P
including member* of the American Institute of Accountants Writs
for free book. * Accountancy, the Profession that Pays.’

LaSalle Extension University, Dept.H65-U Chicago
Th* School That Hoa Trained Over 1,400 C.P.A/e

FUFF

START

S1260 to $2100 Year
J ' » " ~ 938 AP’ ASI
Men-ivomen. 'v  sirs: Rush to me W|th0ut charge 1)
Common o  32-page book with lift of overn-
Education n ment  jobs. 2) T me |mmed|ate|y
Usually G  how to get one of these jobs.

NEUN (foupon -/
today sure Address

Prostate Sufferers

An enlarged. Inflamed or faulty Preatate
Gland very often causes Lsmebaek, Fre-
uent Night Maine, Leg Pains. Pelvis
ains, Lost Vigor, Insomnia, etc. Man
hysmlans endorse massage as a safe af-
ective treatment. (See Reference Book

the Medical Smences Vol. VII, 3rd edi-
tion).  Use PROSAGER a new inven-
tion” which enables” any man to massage

hit Prostate Gland in “the privacy of his
home. It often brings relief with the first
treatment and must help or it costa you

nothing. No Drugs or Electricity.
m w,d. -"tit FREE BOOKLET
IOTSKjm EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRESO

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO_

ARTHRITIS

If you want to really try to get at your Rheumatism—Neuritis—
Arthritis— Sciatica—Lumbago you must first get rid of some of
the old and false beliefs about them

Read the Book that is helping thousands— The inner Mysterie*
®f Rheumatism—Arthritis.” ~ In  simple words this helpful Book
reveals startling, proven facts that every sufferer should know!

The 9th edition is just off the press and a free copy will be
mailed without obligation to any sufferer sending their address
E'romptly to the author, H. P, Clearwater, Ph. D.,” 1910-D Street,

allowetl, Maine.
A Book of
Plain Facts for

RECTAL
SUFFERERS

( thls enlightening: and

encoura book. Describes

the mild c leary treatment

for Hemorrhoids (Piles), Fistula and all

non—malignant rectal ailments at McCleary Clinic*
Book and reference list FREE.

McCLEARY CLINIC

1161 ELMS BLVD, EXCELSIOR SPRINGS, MO,

B IBE IN LLOES

«<arry a pair of GENUINE BRAHMA
iRED_ LIVE HIGHLY MAGNETIC
-LODESTONES! Legend reputes, Oo-
fcult Oriental ancients superatitiousl
carried two Live Lodestonea aB MOS
POWERFUL MAGNETIC "LUCKY”
CHARMS one to "attract” Good Luck
................. Money Games, Love, Business, Work,
©to., the other to “prevent Bad Luck, Losses, Evil, Trouble,
Harm, etc. Believe in Luck? Carry a Pair of these curious
Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones! We make no super-
natural claims. $1.97 Postpaid for the two, with all informa-
tiom $1.97 and 150 extra if C.O.D. Satisfaction GUARAN-
TEED or Money Returned. Order yours HOW
ASTROL CO., Dept. 1857, Main P.O.
Box 72, BROOKLYN, N.
NOTICE! Beware of imitations! We' absolutely GUARAN-
TEE these Genuine Brahma Lodestones are ALIVE! We
believe they are just what you want, the REAL THING—
POWERFUL DRAWING, EXTRA HIGI—_|LY MAGNETIC!
Fully Guaranteed—Order’ TODAY! Copyright 1937—A, Co,

CLOSINGOUT

AUTOMATICS

8 Shot-33 cal. No. 067
Fine blued finish; accurate, hard
shooting; well constructed smooth
working; good quality; pocket size.
overall; wL 25 oz. Price now—$7.8a.
32 cal. Colonial Military Model 10 shot
GW overall, wt. 30 0z. Price now $8.95.
Kelsters—Open—?Sc; Flap—$1.25;
Shoulder—$1.75.  Ammunition—25 cal.
—rG5c;32cal—75¢ per box 25.
$2 Deposit reauired onTOD.s.
None sold to minors. New 19S7Bargain Catalog S& W, Colts, Rifies,

Badges Air Guns, Telescopes, etc. Send ScBiamp.
LEE SALES CO. (Dept. SS) 35 West 32nd St., N. Y. City

B-SSS, KALAMAZOO. MICH.
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"this new 3mreatmenthas puton
SOLID POUNDS FOR THOUSANDS OF

SKINNY PEOPLE

A health= digestion which sets ALL
thde Rood out or . . .
adequata supply of vitamin It. mis
now discovery supplies this clement.

Normal re-ular elimination to rcmore

Tills is the third purpose.

QUICK GAINS of 10 o 25 POUNDS
“BBT NEW IRONIZED YEAST

NOW thousands of skinny, rundown
men and women can say goodbye
to bony angles and unsightly hollows
that rob them of natural attractive-
ness. For with this new, easy 3-way
treatment, hosts of people who never
could gain an ounce before have put on
Pounds of solid, normally good-looking
lesh—in just a few weeks/

Although this new, scientific for-
mula, Irouizecl Yeast, was developed
and perfected at the cost of many
thousands of dollars, it comes to you
In pleasant little tablets which cost
you only a few cents a day!

W hy it builds up so quick
Scientists have discovered that hosts
of people are thin and rundown simply
because they do not get enough yeast
"vitamins évltar_mn B) and iron_in their
daily food. Without these vital ele-
ments you may lack appetite and not
get the"most body-building good out of
what you eat. 'One of the richest
sources of marvelous health-building
Vitamin B is_the special yeast used la
making English ale.

Now by a new and costly process,
perfected after long research, the vita-
mins from this imported English ale
yeast are concentrated to 7 times their
strength in ordinary yeast! This 7-
power vitamin concentrate is then
combined_ with 3 kinds of strength-
building iron_(organic. Inorganic and
hemoglobin iron); also pasteurized
English ale yeast. Finally, for your
protection, évery batch ‘of Ironlzed
Yeastis tested and retested biologically,
to insure its full vitamin strength.

The result is these new easy-to-take
but marvelously effective iittie lron-

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements

lzed Yeast tablets which have helped
thousands of the skinniest people who
needed these vital elements quickly to
gain normally attractive curves, nat-
ural development and peppy health.

Make this money-back test

If, with the very first package of
Ironlzed Yeast, ¥ou don’t begin to eat
better and to get more enjoyment and
benefit from your food—if you don't
feel better, with more strength, pep
and energy—if you are not absolutel
convinced ~ that Ironized Yeast will
glve you the pounds of normally at-
ractive flesh 'you need—your money
eromptl refunded. So get Ironized
east tablets from your druggist today.

Only be sure you get the original
Ironized Yeast. There are many
cheaper “Iron and Yeast” tablets on
the market on which the druggist may
make more money—but you lose. Insist
on genuine lIronized Yeast, with the
letters “1Y” stamped on each tablet.

Special FREE offer!

To start thousands building up_their
health right away, we make this FREE
offer. Purchase a package of Ironized
Yeast tablets at once, cut out the seal
on the box and mail It to us with a
clipping of this_ paragraph. We will
send you a fascinating new book on
health, “New Facts AboutYour Body.”
Remember, results with the very first
package—or maney refunded. At all
druggists. lIronized Yeaat Co,, Inc.,
Dept. 5011, Atlanta, Ga.

WARNING: Beware of the many
cheap substitutes for this tremen-
ously successful formula. Be sure
you get the genuine Ironized Yeast,
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Getting Up
Nights Caused
By Kidney Germs

Are you worried and annoyed by Getting: Up
Nights?” If so. you should know that "the true cause
may be irritating Germs in the Kidneys or Bladder,
which may also cause other dlstre35|n§_s¥mptoms
such as Nervousness, JLeg Pains. Swollen Joints, Back-
ache, Dizziness, frequent Headaches, Puf Eyelids,
Burning Passages, Loss of Appetite and Energy, so
that you feel old before your time. Ordinary medi-
cines can't help much because they don’t combat such
erms. The Doctor's formula Cystex starts fightin

iduey ﬁerms_ in 3 hours, checks pains, stimulates an
tones “the Kidneys and Bladder. Users often feel
gounger, stronger and far better in a day or so.
ystex must prove entirely satisfactory in 1 week and
be exactly the medicine you need or. money back is
uaranteed. Telephone Yyour druggist for Cystex
EZSlss—tex) today. The guarantee protects you. Copr.
11>37 The Knox Co.

MEN PAST 40

Impaired vigor, caused by tired, sluggish glanda or
mental and prglsmal fatigue, is often strengthened
after taking ZO-AK TABLETS_ for ONE MONTH-—
or money back. Zo-ak contains_ newly discovered
hormone ~(gland activator), prescribed by man?/ doc-
tors here amt abroad for this very purpose. Sold and
recommended by all good druggists. Booklet by regis-
tered physician free.  ZO-AK CO., 50 W, 45th St.
New York. Ask for Economy Size and save $1.

SEND FOR FREE Rhyming Dictionary and
Writers Guide. Submit best poems, melodies
today for our bonafide, superior OFFER.

MMM MUSIC PUBLISHERS, PORTLAND, ORE.
DON'T BE CUT

until You Try This
‘Wonderful Treatment

for pile suffering. If you have piles in

any form_ write for a 'FREE sample of

Pagte's Pile Tablets and you will bless
the da hat you read this. ~ Write today
to the E. R. Page Company, Dept. 416-C4,
Marshall, Mich., or Toronto, Ont.

3 Days! #gan™

VISIBLE BLEMISHES GONE!
YOU WILL BE ASTONISHED !

It is_all explained in a new free treatise called “BEAUTIFUL
NEW SKIN IX r, DAYS." It is being mailed absolutely free to
readers of this magazine. So worry no more over your humiliating
skin and complexion or signs of aging if your outer skin has pim-
ples, blackheads, freckles, coarse pores and looks soiled and worn.
Write to Marvo Lab.. Dept. 331-M, No. 1700 Broadway. New York, N.Y..aad
you will receive thle new treatise by return mail in plain wrapper, postpaid and
without costing you a cent ( If pleased tell friends

AND ALL KINDS OF ANIMALS

SPORTSMEN,SAVE YOURTROPHIES! Learn at
home in spare time to mount all kinds of birds and
animats. Decorate your den with trophies of field
and stream. We teach yon this FASCINATINQ
SPORTSMEN'S HOBBY. Quickly, easily learned.
Wild game is growing scarcer. Trophies now mora
valuable than evert Shoot FEWER and MOUNT
them true tolife. IT'S PROFITABLE] Many report
earning $23 to $75 a_month mounting specimens
for hunters. Why not YOU? Learn to make USE-
FUL articles from mounted specimens such a3 book
ends, lamps, etc., etc. (See 3quirrel lighter toleft.)

WILD GAME NOT NEEDED. itK

hunt yoa can mount COMMON specimens: Owls, crows,
pigoona, hawks, rabbits, even frogs. Real FUN,

LEARN TANNING

aew mothod to TAN GENUINE LEATHER from all kinds
of hides. Great spare time money maker.

C D rC D AnKkf Send rightnow for beaatifal fre»
rilC Ei D W TV 48-pagebooklet, illustrated, telling
bow easily YOU can learn to be a Taxidermy Artist. Con-
tains many fine pictures. Intensely interesting. Get YOUR
copy today. No co3t or obligation. Send now! State AGE.

X. W SCHXOL si TAVDEBMWE. 1378 £ M 910:.,, Oveka, llei.

IN12 VS

BY SHIPWWCRKNOT BY BIOS
M1 Finance Your Training!

w~ Prepare for jobs in Service Work, Broadcasting-,
Talking Picturea, Television, Wireieaa. etc., by 1
w”eks practical shop training in Coyne Shops. Free
employment Service. Many earn while learning. Write for
BIG FREE RADIO and TELEVISION BOOK, and my “ Pay.
n-After-Graduation" Plan.
H.C.LEW IS, President,COYNE RADIO SCHOOL,
500 S. Paulina St«, Dept.87-7A, Chicago, Illinois

M any Finish in % Y ears
Go aa rapidly as your time and abilities permit.\
Equivalent to resident school work—prepares fort

entrance to college. Standard H.S. texts supplied.!
Diploma awarded. Credit for H. S. subjects already*
completed. Single subjects if desired. Bulletin on request. 1

Specialized training is absolutely!

20 Other essential to Success today. Over'f
150 noted Educators, Engineers and |
Courses s, e

U. S. Navy and Province of Mam-
. toba, Can. Train at home for best-paying lines as
listed below. No interference with present earn-
~ings while preparing for better jo

American School, Chiéago

d colleges, o

Mail Coupon for Information— No Obligation

. »:i1 High School Course in"2 Years,
Air C_ondl%lonﬁ’] " ..ElectricalRe¥rigeration
Architecture and Building Highway Engineerin
Automotive Engineering Liberal Arts (College)
Aviation Mechanical Engineering
Business Management Private Secretary .
Civil Engineering Professional Accounting
Complete Law Incl. C. P. A. Coaching
Diesel Engineering Radio and Television
Drafting and Design Salesmanship

Electrical Engineering Steam Engineering

Name...
Address.
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The Wild and the Tame

Suddenly the air was rent by the blood-
curdling screams of a cougar— then the
clear sweet ring of feminine laughter-------

WO COWBOYS, saying lit-

I tle, jogged along on sprightly

horses up the rolling foot-
hills of Satan’s Sentinel. They were
still more than two miles from the
thick timber that girded the lower
half of the mountain. One of the
men squinted at the bald, broad rock
that jutted skyward above the green
forest.

“Ever see any snow stick up there,
Bryce?” he asked.

Bryce Yea, owner of the Y-Plus,
elevated his bronzed chin. “No,” he
replied, peering around at the gray
sky. “But those canyons below will
be chock-full by morning.”

Although Autumn was done with
her annual painting job, only a touch
of color showed here and there
among the thick evergreens that
clung to the mountain. The grass-
lands of the Y-Plus spread as far as

the eye could reach across the un-
dulating distance, and upon these
Autumn had laid her brown brush.

“Last chance at the bangtails,”
Bryce said.

His companion, “Squints” Buck-
bush, whose ancestry ran back to the
Cheyennes, swept his right hand in
an easy gesture toward the peak and
his left toward the west, where al-
ready the Cascades lay weighted
under twenty feet of snow. His
grinning face, however, was turned
full upon his employer, and pal since
childhood.

“Bangtails?” he asked.

His black eyes were barely visible
because of his habit of nearly shut-
ting his lids when he was either
amused or angry.

“Well, that golden stallion, then!”
Bryce said, “But | can tell you, Mr.
Squints Buckbush, Esquire, that |



“Now, you

tools,

A Novelette

by Ryder
Sage

if you’'ll look around

I’'ll make the introductions!”

could mighty handsomely use the
money those bangtails will bring at
the dog-meat factory in Portland.”

“Sure,” agreed the grinning
Squints. “Seeing as how you're so
land poor already.”

Bryce chuckled. With nothing
more than his horse and saddle as a
starter, he had carved out the noted
Y-Plus, which was only a few acres
in the beginning but which, under
his skillful guidance, had absorbed
all the adjacent ranches, until, at
twenty-seven, the horizons were his
boundaries. All except Satan's
Sentinel, which belonged to the gov-
ernment and was occupied by a
squatter—Tonder Jossund, an eccen-
tric old man who had sent word to
Bryce to confine his wild-horse chas-
ing to the Y-Plus.

That was the one thing that Ton-
der Jossund should not have done.
The next morning Bryce Yeo was
chasing bangtails all over the moun-
tain ; that is, all over the lower, ac-
cessible part. Aside from the small
money involved, bangtail chasing

had been a cow-puncher’'s sport in
this nook of the world for half a
century and—well, Satan’s Sentinel
was government range anyhow.
That Tonder Jossund should assume
kingship over the peak galled like a
sweaty saddle blanket.

And Jjefore that sore healed, two
of Bryce's men, who were hazing
stray yearlings out of the brush far
up one side of the peak, were sur-
rounded by Mort Mazor’'s imported
thugs and sent home without their
guns.

That was yesterday.

MORT MAZOR and Bryce Yeo
had each, for a long time, claimed
the peak by right of homestead. But
the government had done nothing
concerning the claims of either.
Mazor owned huge sections of coun-
try to the west and had been at odds
with the world ever since some
dozen head of cattle belonging to the
Y-Plus and surrounding ranches
were discovered in his loading
chutes over on the Mountain Pacific
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Railroad. He was especially at odds
with the Y-Plus, for Bryce was the
man who had made the discovery.

But it wasn't the. mere act of
Mazor's disarming two Y-Plus cow-
punchers and ordering them off the
mountain that irked the owner of the
Y-Plus. It was the words that Mort
Mazor used: “Tell Bryce Yeo the
next time | catch any Y-Plus tres-
passers on my mountain, I'll put a
bullet in 'em!”

His mountain!

So, to-day, Bryce Yeo and his
foreman, Squints Buckbush, were
hunting bangtails. If the wild
horses happened to flee up Satan’s
Sentinel, as they always had before,
Bryce Yeo and his foreman, Squints
Buckbush, would just naturally chase
them up Satan’s Sentinel. Bryce had
often said that he couldn’'t see why
Mazor was so intent upon owning
the peak, nor had anybody else been
able to find out. But the fact re-
mained that he was laying violent
and persistent claim to it.

Bryce, from force of habit, shifted
his gun belt and glanced at the heavy
45 in his holster. Squints, from the
force of habit of following where
Bryce led and doing what Bryce did,
also shifted his gun belt and looked
after his weapon.

“You know, Squints,” Bryce
mused aloud, “before I'm through—
before I'm forty, say—1I'll darn near

own this county. | haven’t got much
use for these little sleepy fellers who
won't work and who don’t know a
chance when they see it.”

“Tonder Jossund,” Squints re-
minded him, “never comes off the
mountain to beg from you.”

“Yes, | know,” Bryce admitted.
“That squatter’s a queer duck. Must
live off nothing—him and his kid.”

“Kid?” Squints peered up at
Bryce’s face. “When'’s the last time
you saw her?”

“Couple of years ago. Poor little
thing, running around in deerskins
like an animal in the woods.”

“Didn’t have a good look, did
you?”

“Well,
W hy?”

“So you don't like deerskins?”
Squints said. “Tonder Jossund
dresses in 'em. He’s got an Indian
girl who makes 'em and—well, after

”

come to think of it, no.

“After all what?
grinning about?”

“My ancestors found skins were
all right,” Squints replied. “I'll bet
yours did, too—I mean if we went
back far enough.”

“Honest, Squints”—Bryce smiled
—*“1 think you're more Indian than
white man, even if you are only
about a sixteenth Cheyenne.”

“Maybe,” Squints murmured, peer-
ing at the wild firs, spruce and can-
yons that guarded the base of Satan’s
Sentinel.

“This wild stuff—back-to-nature
bunk!” Bryce blew off. “Wait till |
build the new ranch house for the
Y-Plus! Luxury! Everything I've
worked hard for! That's when I'm
going to dress up in duds that'll
make cowpokes sit up and take
notice.”

Squints chuckled, but after a while
grew silent and thoughtful. “Bryce,”
he asked, peering wistfully across
the foothills, “do you remember
when we rode the grub line?” With-
out waiting for an answer, he went
on: “When we lay under our saddle
blankets by the camp fire—saddles
for pillows, stamping horses—and
tried to see who could find the far-
thest distant stars in the Milky
Way?”

What are you

BRYCE grunted, his mind thrown
back to the days when two boys, or-
phans, alone, took food where they
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found it and asked no shelter.

Squints’ voice lifted a little. “I
never see you more than an hour a
week any more. Somehow—well,
I'm not kicking. Being foreman for
you and handling the Y-Plus keeps
me busy, too.”

Bryce shot him a searching look.
“Don’t the comforts of the Y-Plus
mean more than—well, for instance,
old Tonder Jossund’s living like a
bear in the woods?”

“Sure, Bryce, but--—--- " Squints
shrugged his shoulders. “Guess my
Indian blood crops out about every
so often.” Suddenly he reined in
his horse, held up a coppery-brown
hand.

Bryce focused on the line of sight
that Squints’ eyes had taken.
“Where?” he questioned, adjusting
his large black hat so that the brim
fell down over his black, curly hair.

“Direct line with the bald knob,”
Squints replied. “Half mile this
side of the timber—on lookout. His
mares are probably behind that knoll
he's standing on.”

For a moment Bryce searched
through the heat waves. Then he
whistled. “Pure gold! The most
beautiful horse in the world!”

“Not mere palamino,” Squints sup-
plemented reverently, “not sorrel,
not bay, not copper—pure gold!”

“Pure gold!” Bryce repeated.
“And leading a band of bangtails!”

“Dog meat,” Squints went on, pre-
tending to be seeing only the distant
wild horse, though his sharp eyes
missed no expression that flitted
across Bryce Yeo's face. “Some
woman’s poodle dog will sure have
fine chawin’”

Bryce swung about in his saddle.
“Yeah?” he drawled.

The golden stallion had long been
marked fOr breaking to the saddle.
Bryce had said many times that with
an animal like that beneath him he'd

RR—2

have his last wish fulfilled. The
young rancher had come to the range
a scant seven years ago and had since
done what older heads had taken a
lifetime to do. He had carved a
kingdom out of the West. At
twenty-seven he was the pride and
hate of the range: pride of those
sturdy sons of pioneers who appre-
ciated ability; hate of those who, too
late, saw their chance of an empire
vanish.

“Let’s try to get between him and
the mountain,” Bryce instructed,
and, dipping into a small ravine, the
cowboys worked their way behind
the golden stallion. Several minutes
later Bryce dismounted and climbed
a small hill, from which he had a
full view of the beautiful wild
horse, head high and mane rippling
in the sharp northwest wind.

“When 1 get my loop on him,”
Bryce said, “you want to be blamed
qguick about popping yours on, too.
The last time he chewed my rope
off in about three seconds.”

Squints began uncoiling his thirty
feet of seven-eighth-inch Manila. As
they rode, he carefully worked it be-
tween his fingers. Now and then he
rubbed a hard spot over his saddle
horn. Bryce loosened his own rope.

Without warning, the earth rocked
under their feet—a sort of heaving
up-and-down, backward-and-forward

motion. Squints’ horse reared,
lunged. Bryce's own mount spun
about. By the time he had him
under control, Squints plunged

alongside. Astonished, they watched
the trees sway on Satan's Sentinel.
“Another one,” Bryce said.
“Probably the Montana shaker
gettin’ jittery again. Gosh, but
they've had a couple thousand or so
already! You'd think they'd------ "
“Listen!” Bryce shot out.
Quite distinctly they heard the
rumbling beat of hoofs.
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“Bangtailsl’” Squints exclaimed.
“They're off!”
“Quick!” Bryce shouted, and

struck his mount with both spurs.

As he came up out of the ravine
into sight of the fleeing horses, he
swung his rope into a wide loop.
Less than a hundred yards away, sur-
rounded by his mares, the golden
stallion charged for the ragged edge
of the forest.

Both cowboys rode at an angle to
cut them off. Somewhere among
those trees would be a trail over
which the stallion would lead his
band. His course was as straight as
an arrow.

A waist-high stretch of grass
slowed the bangtails, and Bryce and
Squints, still unhampered, closed in.

“Yippe-yi!” Bryce shouted, and
swung his loop in a wild arc. Ten
feet closer and he would------

“Yippe-yi!” Squints shrieked,
kneeing his mount to one side for
the follow-up toss.

THEY rode hard then, and si-
lently. They set their spurs in the
ribs of their laboring mounts. -Suc-
cess depended upon these next few
seconds. Their eyes focused on the
golden stallion who now ran head
down. Only every few lunges could
they see him in the billowing dust.

Bryce drew his loop a little
smaller, afraid that he wouldn’t have
enough length for the throw. He
stood in his stirrups, so.that he
could have a better view over the
bobbing heads of the mares.

“Here goes!” he shouted and—his
arm stopped as if some one had
gripped it. His loop wilted, fell
against his side. He sat back limply
in his saddle, and his large blue
eyes bulged.

Squints
reined in.

grunted, involuntarily
The wild horses plunged

on up the steep shoulder of the
mountain, the golden stallion, head
now thrown high, squealing defiance.

It was not the sight of the magnifi-
cent animal that struck them with
awe, though well it might. It was
not the encircling mares, their bushy
tails stiffened out behind like rud-
ders. Bryce muttered as he stared,
and his mount took advantage of the
opportunity to jolt into a walk.
Squints alone had presence of mind
enough to halt entirely.

“Hell's fire!” Bruce spat out.

Squints grunted again.

Voiceless, then, they stared at
the golden-haired, skin-clad girl
who rode the wild stallion’s back as
if she were part of the animal. She
wore a jacket of tawny cougar hides,
away from which streamed her
lovely hair. Her trousers, orna-
mented down the sides with purple
fringe, were of soft, gray doeskin.
Her hair—her crowning glory—was
almost the exact shade of the golden
stallion.

She had thrown but one glance
their way. In that instant Bryce
saw that her eyes were as blue as
his own. She had opened her mouth
to hurl a single wild scream into
the stallion’s ears, but Bryce had
taken a lasting impression of the
beautiful curve of her lips and the
flashing white teeth behind.

The wild horses vanished in the
forest. Bryce turned to find Squints
grinning at him. For nearly a min-
ute they stared into each other’s
eyes. Squints began to laugh.

“It can't be,” Bryce reasoned, “but
| saw it.”

“What next?" Squints asked.

Bryce gave him a queer look and
rode slowly on up the mountain,
along the dying dust trail of the
bangtails. Chuckling, Squints fol-
lowed.
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A FEW MINUTES LATER they
entered the forest over the trail the
stallion had borne the girl and his
thundering mares. A short length
of thick trees overlapped the trail.
Suddenly a clearing appeared. They
rode across this barren ground and
paused before several ravines which
led up the mountain.

Listening, Bryce said, “Don’t
hear 'em.”

“Which way do you think,
Bryce?”

“Even bet. Ground too hard to
tell, but let's try the one straight

ahead.”

With Squints closely following,
he rode up the narrow defile. The
tree branches interlaced in front of
them. They had to fend them off
with their forearms held in front of
their faces. The farther they rode
the darker the shadows grew. Still
there was no sign of the fleeing
bangtails, or the golden stallion and
the golden girl. It was as though
they had disappeared into the im-
passable thickets of thorns that now
began to fill in wherever a spruce or
a fir had not grown.

“Do you believe in spirits?” Bryce
asked. &

“My ancestors did—both kinds.”
Squints grunted.

As if to answer the question him-
self, Bryce’s horse suddenly stopped
and threw his head high. He snorted
and sidled off the trail. Bryce
growled and touched him with a
spur. The animal tried to spin
about, but Bryce held him so tightly
on the reins that he began to back up.

“Now what?” Bryce grumbled, as
the horse crashed into Squints’
mount.

“Spirits, maybe.” Squints grinned.
“That’'s what you were sayin’, wasn't
it?”

“Aw, go chase an earthquake!”

Less than a dozen steps forward,
the horses stopped abruptly. They
refused to go on. Exasperated, and
seeing a clear trail ahead, the cow-
boys concentrated their attention
upon hearing. Leaves crunched un-
derneath the restless horses. Bryce
plucked an autumn-red leaf and
began to chew its pungent stem.

That was when the air was rent
by the bloodcurdling scream of a
cougar. Bryce’s horse swung around
before he could stop him, and an in-
stant later both he and Squints were
bouncing high in their saddles, as
their mounts, out of control, plunged
down the mountain. It took more
than a hundred yards of hard hand-
ling to bring the beasts to a halt.

The cowboys were still saying
things to themselves and to the for-
est in general, when the clear ring
of feminine laughter drifted down
to them. The voice was silvery and
melodious, and its owner was genu-
inely and thoroughly amused. There
was no mistaking that.

“Well, I'll just be damned!” Bryce
Yeo exploded.

“Umph!” grunted Squints Buck-
bush. His eyelids narrowed to mere
slits, and a peculiar smile played
about the corners of his mouth.

“I'm going back!” Bryce snapped.
“And if this fool horse can't stand
cougar calls and”—he swung his
mount around with an angry jerk of
the rein—“can't stand cougar cats
and women, I'll go on afoot! | may
fail after two years to capture one
gold studhorse, but one wild pussy-
cat's not going to stop me from
going up that trail!”

Squints rode along behind. He

chuckled. “You're plumb forgettin’
the girl!”
“l am not!” Bryce shot back.

“That's who I'm talking about!”
,. They rode on several yards before
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Bryce,
short.

still muttering, stopped
He pointed. “Look!”

JUST disappearing into the thick
brush along the mountainside was
the unmistakable tawny body of a
cougar. Squints came up, and, side
by side, they trotted on through the
deep shadows. They reached the
place where their horses had taken
fright and paused there for a brief
survey. Bryce nudged his horse.
The animal went on reluctantly.
Every few steps he shied at some
imaginary object.

A large fir had fallen across the
narrow canyon where they emerged
into a slight clearing. They were
almost directly beneath the log when
a rope sailed down and snapped ex-
pertly around Bryce’s shoulders. In
an instant, his arms were pinioned
to his sides.

Squints plunged up, clawing for
his gun. But at that moment the
autumn leaves that enveloped one
end of the log parted and the golden-
haired girl stood there. Squints was
so surprised that his gun fell back
into his holster and his hand hovered

above its butt, fingers still wide
open.

“Don’t try to use your guns!” the
girl warned. “Betelgeuse!”

A monster cougar trotted lightly
across the log from the other direc-
tion and crouched for a spring. His
snarling jaws and shimmering green
eyes were aimed directly at Squints’
throat. Squints’ hand dropped to
his gun.

“Stop,” the girl commanded,
I will give him the word to leap!”

Bryce, tugging angrily at the tight
loop, got an arm free. The girl
jerked the rope taut again and with
such power that Bryce was pulled
entirely from his saddle and fell in
a most undignified pile. There was

or

no lily-white, cringing-violet arm
behind that tug.

“Now, you fools,” the girl said,
“if you'll look around you, I'll make
the introductions! But first, you
there, | told you to keep your hand
off your gun!”

Squints, already staring quickly
about, lifted his hand. Behind him
another cougar, sitting on his
haunches in a very satisfied, pussy-
cat manner, yawned prodigiously,
exposing a mouthful of extra-fine
teeth. He finished the yawn by
licking his chops on both sides.

“That's Sirius Cat, brother of
Betelgeuse,” the strange girl con-
tinued. “They're the kittens of
Carnivora here.”

She snapped her fingers, and the
very mother of all cougars came out
of the bushes behind her. The giant
female cat rubbed against the girl’'s
strong legs first one way and then
the other, finally halting between
them in such a manner that the girl
actually seemed to sit astride the
beast’s back.

“Down, Betelgeuse!”

Her command was just in time.
Snarling, the son of Carnivora set-
tled back upon his haunches. He
appeared not nearly so lovely in dis-
position as Sirius Cat. But he
obeyed his mistress instantly, twist-
ing his muscular neck until his large
green eyes fawned upon her.

“We do not want strangers on
Satan’s Sentinel,” the girl told them.
“But you come. You defile our soli-
tudes with boisterous laughter and
foul language. But you are not
satisfied. You burn our cabin. You
hastened the death of an old man
who wanted to die in peace!”

Her voice rose until it seemed to
be nearing the breaking point. With
a slight twist to her perfect body,
she leaped from the log against the
side of the canyon and had scarcely
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touched before she leaped again, this
time close beside Squints’ horse. In
an instant she had slipped the bridle
from the animal’'s head and headed
him down the canyon. Before the
astonished Bryce could stop her, she
had repeated the process with his
own horse.

“Why, you confounded wildcat!”
he cried. “Why, if you were a man,
I'd------ ” He stopped, his hand going
for his gun.

He had unconsciously taken two
full steps toward the girl when she
cried out sharply, “Betelgeuse!”

BRYCE tried to dodge the shadow
that smothered down upon him. He
might as well have tried to escape
the oncoming night. One instant he
was stepping back, the next, stagger-
ing and falling under the terrific im-
pact of the huge cat.

“Stay where you are!” the girl
cried out to the onrushing Squints.
“And keep your hands off that gun!
Enough, Betelgeuse!”

Sirius Cat slid between Squints
and the girl. He yawned. Squints
rocked on his heels. Slowly, Bryce
got to his feet, surprise and anger
chasing each other across his face.
Betelgeuse swung around behind
him and kept up a continuous low
growl. On the log above crouched
the huge Carnivora. From below
came the echoes of their fast-moving
horses, thundering down the moun-
tain. At the rate they were travel-
ing the animals would be home with-
in an hour.

With darting, lightning move-
ments, she swept their guns from
their holsters.

“Here!” Bryce spat out.
can't do------ "

She stepped to the side of the trail
and threw both weapons far into an
impenetrable thorn thicket.

"Hold them!” she commanded the

“You

two big cats at her feet. “Come with
me, Carnivoral!” She ran lightly
along the floor of the canyon, under
the log, and several yards beyond
before she called, “Sun God!”

To the complete paralyzation of
the two cowboys, the golden stallion
trotted obediently into view. He
reared to a halt upon his hind legs.
While he stood thus, the girl, one
hand lightly in his mane, swung to
his back. Within seconds the forest
beyond had swallowed them. The
sudden beat of many hoofs then told
that the drove of bangtails were
traveling that way, too—straight up
the canyon.

Bryce jerked his head around to-
ward the cougar that had been
guarding him, but found that the
mountain lion had disappeared. So
had Squints’ own yawning pet.

“Hell!” quoth Bryce.

“Ummph!” grunted Squints.

“Carnivora, Sun God,” murmured
Bryce profanely, “and Sirius Cat
and—Betelgeuse!”

“Beetle Juice!” Squints spat out.
“Let's go home!”

“Huh? Home?” Bryce's voice
rose with each word. “Home! I'm
going up that mountain and teach
that little wood devil a thing or two!
I'H------ " He stopped, sputtered,
blustered on, “I'll tame her! I'N
tame her if it's the last thing | do!”

He strode angrily up the gorge,
his boots clomping out a rapid tat-
too. Squints hesitated. Then,
chuckling to himself, he swung
swiftly along after his friend, his
heavy boots making as little noise as
the moccasins of his Cheyenne an-
cestors.

Soon they came to the end of the
canyon, but not before Squints’
sharp eyes spied an Indian girl mov-
ing quietly away through the under-
brush. It was quite evident that
she had been paralleling their course.
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Over a faint trail, they climbed
from the canyon. Here an unmis-
takable smell pervaded the atmos-
phere, the smell of horses and—cats!
Big cats!

DARKNESS came quickly. The
full moon rose red and sluggish—a
faint, luminated lump above the firs.
It hung there only a few minutes be-
fore the swiftly racing clouds glided
over its face. One weak glimmer of
reappearance—then the blackness of
complete absence of light.

The northwest wind shifted due
north, and cut down the mountain
with freezing temperature. Tiny
wet splotches appeared on their
faces, and they knew that snow was
falling. A stone turned under
Bryce’s foot, and only the immediate
presence of Squints saved him from
a serious fall back down the steep
trail of splintered rock.

With a howling blast, the north
wind changed to a blizzard. Bryce
halted. Fine sugar snow stung their
faces.

“If you don't want to go on, it
all right with me,” Bryce said.

“Beetle Juice!” quoth Squints for
answer, and took the lead.

They fought their way through
the blinding swirls. The trees
began to thin, and they knew that
they were approaching the timber
line.

“1f,” Bryce said, “I hadn’t already
made such an ass of myself, I'd have
sense enough to go back. Point of
pride, though------ I'd never live
down my conscience if I let awoman
laugh me out of the woods like this.”

They tramped on. Once, when
Squints paused to get his bearings,
Bryce swung into the lead again,
still growling. Above the'blizzard’s
roar through the now-scattered trees,
he mumbled about wild girls and

’

S

cougar cats and golden stallions. He
informed the storm and the wind,
and, incidentally, the grinning
Squints, that he'd set out to capture
that stallion and—and he was going
to do just that. He’'d ride him back
down this trail. Furthermore, he'd
tame a certain wild girl in the proc-
ess, even if he had to tie a knot in

each of her pussy’s tails. He'd be
damned if he'd let------
The storm grew worse. Squints’

eyes narrowed, and he no longer had
a smile. He peered anxiously into
the blackness. They came to ground
that was more level. Only a few
trees rose, ghostlike, snow-covered,
about them. The wind sliced bitter
cold.

“I've been a damn fool, Squints.
Not the first time, either,” Bryce
said. “lI'd feel better if you beat it
back down the trail.”

“Too late. We've got to stay to-
gether. I've been through worse
jaunts with you—with less to ac-
complish.”

“Suppose so0,” Bryce admitted.
“But we've got to find shelter. 1'd
hate to die and have the whole range
know | did it while | was chasing
------ " He shuddered before the
blasts and pulled the collar of his
blue shirt up as far as the thin pro-
tection would go.

“Chasing bangtails?”
prompted.

“Hell, no!” Bryce boomed above
the storm. “Chasing wild women!”

Squints

HE struck angrily off through the
knee-deep snow. Close above them,
the bald crown of Satan’'s Sentinel
showed white against the dense
darkness beyond. Nearly a half
hour passed, and their steps grew
leaden.

“They had to come this way,”
Bryce said, halting and turning his
shoulders to the icy blasts, “Be-
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cause they couldn’t get by us with-
out—without us seeing them.”

“She said you burned her cabin,”
Squints answered.

Bryce jerked up his head.

“And you wouldn’t let an old man
die in peace.”

“Say!” Bryce cried. “What the
devil do you make of it?”

“We’'d better keep movin’,” Squints
advised.

And that was true. Already the
driving, piercing cold had slowed
their blood. Let that cold penetrate
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a little more, let the blood stream
become sluggish like molasses, then
drowsiness and an overwhelming de-
sire to sleep—sleep that would, be
eternal------ They plunged on.

After several minutes of exhaust-
ing labor, Bryce halted. “I smell
smoke.”

Squints, close at his elbow, sniffed
the air. “And mountain lion,” he
added.

Just then the wild, defiant neigh
of a stallion shredded the night.
The roaring, blasting blizzard
seemed but the murmur of a spring
brook in comparison.

“Across there!” Bryce exclaimed,
and lunged forward. “Across that
little canyon!”

He had taken less than a dozen
steps when a woman’s scream split
the darkness. They rushed around
a shoulder of rock and came into a
circle of light thrown up by a small
camp fire. Before it stood five men,
one of whom held a struggling In-
dian girl in his arms—the Piute
servant girl of Tonder Jossund.

“All right, Mazor!” Bryce’'s voice
cut through the howling blizzard.
His hands went automatically down
to his guns. Then he remembered.

Too late! Four hard-faced gun-
men whirled about, and Mort Mazor
dropped the screaming Piute girl
from his huge, lumpy arms. His
black eyes glared through his stiff,
snow-speckled beard. He sniffed
with his flat, broken nose.

“Let me do it!” he snapped, his
calloused, hairy hands falling to his
heavy six-guns. “They had their
warning to stay off my mountain!”

His gunmen slowly put away their
weapons, muttering angrily. The
Piute girl rose quietly and glided
unseen into the storm.

“1 gave you fair warning, Bryce!”
Mazor hissed through his tobacco-
stained beard.

Bryce edged his feet a little far-
ther apart. If it hadn’'t been for
Squints following suit, his action
would have passed unnoticed.

“If you jump me, Bryce,” Mazor
growled. “I'll shoot you in the guts.
If you don’'t, I'll make it easier
through your head. Feller don't lin-
ger so long that way,-you know.”

“Considerate of you, Mazor,”
Bryce answered. “And what do you
think my men will do when they find
us with bullet holes in our heads?
Sit at home wondering who did it?”

Mazor opened his mouth to reply,
closed it. Nobody moved. Snow
settled softly about them. Statues
could not have better expressed ar-
rested action.

“That's right, Mort!”
Mazor's men growled.

Mazor’s eyes shifted. He squinted
at the speaker as if he had not recog-
nized the man’s voice. After a long
study, his eyes lifted, swept about,
fastened on the brim of the canyon
fifteen feet to his left. “How far
down there?” he asked.

One of the men stepped over that
way and replied, “More than a hun-
dred feet.”

Mazor sniffed; two yellow buck-
teeth appeared through his beard.
His eyes shifted to have another
look at the canyon.

That was a mistake on his part.
Bryce lunged. And while the vow-
boy was yet halfway to the man,
Squint’s lithe body shot past and
into the nearest Mazor henchman.

Mazor went down. His guns ex-
ploded over Bryce's shoulders.
Bruce got hold of the man’s throat,
sank his fingers into it. He hunched
his back to drive them in farther,
but at that moment a burly man
towered suddenly above him. That
was when his head seemed to ex-
plode. He felt as if he were on an
express train, being rushed toward

one of
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a cliff, and then as if he were fall-
ing, falling, falling—infinite dis-
tance—forever falling.

BRIGHT FLAMES, from a pile
of burning logs, threw restless
shadows upon the cavern walls. The
heat from the fire penetrated with
an insistence that made Bryce Yeo
wonder for a moment at its power.
Not until he had observed Squints
Buckbush stretched comfortably on
the other side of the fire, and grin-
ning maliciously, did he discover
the reason for the potency of this
fire.

“What'n the name of------ ” Bryce
started up, but swallowed his words
and lay back on an elbow, clawing at
the skins to pull them closer about
his completely nude body. Squints
chuckled and thrust three quarters
of a bare leg into the atmosphere.

Bryce glanced at his own exposed
legs, then sat upright. He fingered
the soft deerskins that had been
wrapped about him.

“Got a considerable-sized bump on

my noggin,” Squints said. “Guess
that's what knocked me out.”
“Knocked------ Oh, | see.” Bryce

ran his fingers up the side of his
face and growled, “Ow!”

“Reckon you went out, too,”
Squints commented, and stretched
his bare feet luxuriously up close to
the fire.

“Who?” asked Bryce, staring
about him. “Who decked us out
in these cave-man skins?”

“Who do you suppose?”

Bryce glanced quickly at their
skin-enveloped persons. “What!”
he said. “Not her!”

“Don’t get excited, shrinkin’ vio-
let.” Squints yawned. “When |
came to, that Piute Indian girl
tossed me this bunch of skins and
made sign language for me to change
and get you dolled up, too. Our

clothes were soaked—what was left
of 'em after being shredded down
the side of that little gully. And—
say!” He rolled over and stared
into the farther darkness. “This
Piute girl—she’d make Hiawatha
look like Old Sourface on the back
of a buffalo nickel.”

Bryce gave him a scorching glance,
but asked, “Know what happened?”

“Your wildcat and Bright Eyes
—that's the Piute girl—dug us out
of the canyon after Mazor pitched
us over.”

“So we've got that wild lordess
of the mountain to thank? We
would! It's not enough that Lady
Luck has to have her lead the bang-
tails out of our reach, guide that
gold stud away from our loops, stop
us with big pussycats, but, by damn,
we just would have to let Mazor
pitch us off a mountain and have her
save our lives! Bah!”

“It was the snow at the bottom of
the gully that saved our carcasses,”
Squints informed him. “The women-
folks came into the picture later—
after Bright Eyes saw the whole
thing.”

BRYCE wormed around in the
three layers of deerskins in which he
was robed. “How the devil do you
find your way out of these blasted
hides!” He rolled over on his other
side. “I'm getting out of this hole,
and what’s more------ Huh?”

Squints was jerking a thumb to
indicate some point back of Bryce’s
shoulders.

“And what's more,” Bryce blazed
on, ‘twisting around to see what
Squints was so concerned about,
“when | get my clothes--—---- Say,
where are our clothes? Did you see

“l threw them away,” the beauti-
ful, golden-haired girl informed
him. She stood very erect, her arms
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folded across her breast. The
spotted fawn skins she now wore
clung to her firm body in no hap-
hazard fashion. They had been
planned by skilled fingers.

“T-threw—away—our cl-clothes!”
Bryce sputtered. “You m-mean—
boots and all?”

The girl nodded
“Boots and—all.”

The way she accented the “all”
made him nervous. He glanced
across the fire at Squints and
laughed, but the laugh was a mere
dry cackle. Inwardly he cursed his
voice. He swallowed several times.
Finally he. said, “We’'ll be getting
out of your way in the morning.
Some of the boys from the ranch
will be hunting for us and—thanks
for saving our hides.”

“Save your thanks. 1'd have done
much more for a bangtail. As for
getting away from Satan’'s Sentinel
in the morning, if you'll but listen
to the storm outside, you-ll know
that it's not going to be possible for
a week or more. The snow will be
twenty feet deep in the canyons by
morning. You'd do well, both of
you, to walk three hundred yards in
it.” She paused, standing so still
that she appeared to have grown
magiclike from the floor of the cav-
ern. She went on, unsmiling, “Un-
less | loan you a bangtail.”

Bryce’s spine stiffened. His chin
ducked back as if it had been driven
inward. Squints yawned—a little
too luxuriously.

The girl walked, without noise, to
a huge pile of wood against the cav-
ern wall and tossed a log upon the
fire with such ease that even Squints
stopped his yawning, mouth wide
open. Bryce stared. The girl was
medium height, but in that body lay
strength. He recalled violently the
pressure that had been thrown
against the rope about his shoulders,

imperiously,

and fastened his gaze upon the
smooth muscles of one bare arm. He
lowered his gaze to her beautiful
hands.

The girl strode toward the cav-
ern’s inner blackness, paused, and,
peering back over her shoulder,
raised her voice enough to carry
most clearly. “My father, Tonder
Jossund, was a philosopher, weary
of university teaching. He died
shortly after you burned our cabin
and we moved into the cave.”

“Now, see here, you,” Bryce said.
“That's the second crack you've
made about me burning your shack.
I'll have you know that | never---—--- "
He ended in a sizzling sputter,

THE GIRL walked on, gradually
fading into the thick darkness be-
yond. But when it appeared that
she had gone entirely, her voice
came back, sparklingly clear, “And
my name is Sky. You may wish to
use it—while you are taming me.”

Only the gentle cracking of the
fire biting into the fresh log and the
distant moan of the storm disturbed
the heavy silence.

“If you yawn again, Squints Buck-
bush,” Bryce threatened, “I'll stuff
these damn skins down your throat!”

“l1 think,” Squints replied, “I'll
have a look out the mouth of this
gopher hole. She may be bluffin’
about that storm.”

But whether she was bluffing
about the storm or not, Squints did
not investigate the weather. He
was barely balanced on one long
bare foot when he glanced toward
the mouth of the cave and stood
poised like an expectant stork. He
sat back down abruptly. “Changed
my mind,” he said.

Bryce rolled over to peer in the
direction Squints’ eyes still focused.
There, standing like statues just at
the edge of the firelight, three giant
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cougars stared at them with six
luminous green eyes. While Bryce
looked, the great beasts marched for-
ward in formation and lay down ten
feet away, their huge paws out-
stretched to the fire.

Bryce gulped. After a time he
said, “Folks, we have with us on our
right the ever-hungry Sirius Cat.
See, he licks his chops, even though
he would sleep.”

“And,” added Squints, “our sweet-
tempered old friend Beetle Juice.”

“Betelgeuse, my ignorant one, the
red star of Orion! First or second
magnitude.”

“Is that so0?” Squints exclaimed,
his surprise ascending most ob-
viously.

“And—with her head canted on
one side------ Say, Squints, that she-
devil's inspecting my throat!”

“You mean Carnivora?”

“Yes. And if you ask me, friend,
all these pussies are more or less
carnivorous.”

“I'm not asking you,” Squints in-
formed him. “I'm thinkin’ of other

things.”

“Such as?”

“Bright Eyes. Willow-in-the-
Wind! Say, there’s a name for you.

Just like her, too. Now, if some
white man hadn't come along back
in Wyoming, I'd have had a name
like that, also.”

“Yeah. Stick-in-the-Mud, for in-
stance.”

Squints yawned and lay back.
“Nighty-night,” he squeaked through
the yawn.

“Hell!” replied Bryce Yeo.

V.

IN THE QUIET of a pale, cold
dawn, Willow-in-the-Wind came and
replenished the fire. When the
flames were leaping high, she noticed
that Squints was staring at her.

“Good morning, horse hunter,”
she said.

“Mornin’, Bright Eyes,” Squints
returned.

“My name is not Bright Eyes,” the
Piute girl retorted emphatically.
“My name is Willow-in-the-Wind.”

Nevertheless, she smiled, and
when Squints returned the smile she
spun about and ran lightly from
sight. Squints angled his head
around toward the sleeping Bryce,
who wasn’t sleeping at all, as evi-
denced by the one observing eye that
bored straight at his friend.

“So early in the morning?” Bryce
asked.

“Aw, now, Bryce,

”

can't a feller

“Are you men ready for break-
fast?” Sky Jossund stood there.

“Why, er-r, I guess so,” Bryce
managed, and Sky Jossund stepped
closer to the fire.

“Willow-in-the-Wind will bring
breakfast shortly,” she announced.
“Through her | have just discovered
that you are not of Mort Mazor's
ruthless band. That is some credit
at least.”

“Not at alll”
very dry.

“Here’s Willow-in-the-Wind!” she
replied cheerfully.

Breakfast: hand-pestled  wild
grains mixed into thick batter and
cooked on flat, heated rocks; smoked
venison; strange, sweet herb tea and
tasty roots.

“It appears that you need no aid
from any one,” Bryce said.

“We are self-sufficient,” Sky re-
plied. “We tired of the pace called
progress; that was many years ago.
We have been happy ever since—
once we ceased to strive always for
more and more and more.”

Bryce looked up to see Squints
grinning broadly at him. He opened
his mouth to give that wanderer of

Bryce’s voice was
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the ranges an earful of comment, but
changed his mind and finished his
meal. He watched Sky move swiftly
to the opening of the cave and draw
aside the skin curtains there. A ris-
ing sun shot far into the cavern-

THE STORM had died, but far
down the mountain lay great depths
of Show, so soft that a man’s weight
would drop him to a smothering
death. It would b© days before es-
cape became possible; that is, if a
new storm didn’t blow out of the
north and—Bryce trembled with the
thought—intern them for the winter.

“Since you are not one of Mazor’s
gang,” Sky Jossund said, “you were
not one of those who burned our
cabin and forced us to hide in the

cave, where we have lived ever
since.”

“Thanks!” Bryce's voice was still
very, very dry. A cynical little

smile hovered about one corner of
his mouth.

The girl continued: “The cabin
was scarcely more than a require-
ment to satisfy the government'’s
demand that a home be built and so
much land be cleared before we
could prove up on the claim. We
were going to present ourselves for
this purpose in the spring.”

Bryce absently watched her fum-
ble with the skin curtain that hung
over another opening into the cave.
A burst of sunlight flooded through
as she swung the curtain aside.
Bryce snapped his head about and
inadvertently bent forward. There,
snug under a broad, overhanging
ledge just beyond the cave, was. the
golden stallion and his drove of
bangtail mares.

An underground spring threw
water from the dry ground beneath
the ledge and gushed off into the
snowdrifts below. Beyond, reached

easily by the ledge, was a large
meadow which wound up over the
barren shoulder of Satan’s Sentinel.
The blasting winds had allowed but
little snow to cling here. Grass,
autumn-browned, grew rank, Bryce
observed that it reached to the shoul-
ders of a pair of bangtails who fed
upon it.

“There,” he spoke to the aston-
ished Squints, “is why the bangtails
never look gaunt after winter’'s
gone.”

“And,” Squints said dryly, “why
they always disappear so easily when
they're chased.”

“l suppose,” said the girl, “that
you are always so in need of mounts
that you must capture the bangtails
and break them to serve you?”

The rankling undertones of her
even, incisive voice brought a hot
retort from Bryce. “No, lady, the
world needs dog meat!”

THE GIRL looked at the wild
horses, then back at him. Once again
she studied the animals; once more
the cowboy before her. Nobody
could fail to understand that she
was deliberately weighing their rela-
tive worth—on some scale of her
own. Bryce’s blood stream reached
the flood stage. His face and ears—
even his forehead—flushed a bright
pink. He muttered something under
his breath. Squints chuckled.

Slowly, the girl drew the thick
curtain, and the cavern was once
more shut off from the natural
stables which the golden stallion and
his harem of mares occupied. She
had drawn those curtains especially
for Bryce's benefit.

“You will find better quarters far-
ther in,” she announced. “You
needed the fire last night or we
would have shown you there at
once.”
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Bryce got up on unsteady feet and
started to go in the direction that
Sky Jossund indicated. But ten feet
from the leaping fire he halted.
Squints joined him, and for a mo-
ment they stared at their shadows on
the wall. Slowly, their heads swung
to look at each other.

“Lead on, cave man!” Squints
urged. “If | had a club, I'd swear
to follow wherever you lead. But
seein’ as how------ "

“1f | had a club,” growled Bryce

“It's going to look
like all the taming
that's been done
aroundhere wouldn’t
amount to much!”

Yeo, “I'd bounce it on your infernal
chatterbox!”

Willow-in-the-Wind swept past
and beckoned them into the gloom
beyond. Following, they soon found
themselves in a large cavity off the
main cavern, the opening also cov-
ered with skin curtains. Inside were
two beds, made of three-foot thick-
nesses of hay and covered with skill-
fully tanned buckskins. The Indian
girl brought a flaming pine knot, set
it against a wall, and vanished.
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Bryce shook his head.
he ordered, “come here.
Pinch me.”

“Well, it's a cinch you're not me,”
Squints complied, doing the job
overly well.

Bryce let out a howl that reverber-
ated up and down uncounted corri-
dors under Satan’'s Sentinel.

They stood for a few seconds corn-
meeting sourly upon their pri-
meval raiment. Bryce was about to
sit down upon his grass bed when
he suddenly grasped the torch and
held it close to the rock wall.
Quickly, he ran the light farther
along, peering intently.

“Squints!” he called.

Squints rushed over.

“Hold this torch!”

Bryce dug his thumb nail into the
rock, holding his other hand to catch
the diggings. Finally, he put his
palm beneath the flickering torch.
Squints bent over closely.

“Holy smokes!” he cried.
ver!”

For five minutes they searched
about the walls. Everywhere they
found the precious metal. Untold
wealth lay exposed to their gaze.

“No wonder,” Bryce said, “Mort
Mazor didn’'t want anybody on ‘his’
mountain!”

“Squints,”
Am | me?

“Sil-

NOON and more strange food.

“Holds a feller, though,” Squints
said.

Bryce stared out through the
mouth of the cavern. Already the
bright sun of the morning had given
way to high-riding clouds. If those
mists thickened, lowered, a good
rain would wash the snows from the
canyons.

Through the passageway to the
wild-horse ledge, Bryce saw Sky
Jossund petting Sun God, the golden
stallion, who obeyed her every com-
mand. Several of the little scraggy

mares came near. Sun God bit at
them jealously to drive them away
from his mistress.

“Sun God!” the girl stormed. “Be-
have!”

And Sun God behaved. Sky or-
dered him to move on. He moved
on—reluctantly. The scraggy little
mares edged up and nuzzled Sky
with their noses. She put an arm
around one on each side of her and
butted heads with the third in front.
Later, she went from them to the
others, calling each by a pet name—
strange names. Bryce heard her
murmur Orion, Pole Star, Great
Bear, Nebula, Castor and Pollux.
He couldn’t remember any more. At
last the ,girl popped the cupped
palms of her hands together and
cried, “Feed!”

Sun God whirled about and ran
close beside her. The mares scat-
tered, but jerked their heads up ex-
pectantly. Sky flung herself upon
the golden stallion’s back and
pressed her strong legs into his mus-
cular sides. With her hair flying—
hair as golden as the stallion’s mane
—she shot like a bolt from the cave
ledge across the meadow. Occasion-
ally, splotches of snow burst from
beneath them as if it had been
bombed. The mares, squealing like
insane prehistoric devils, raced
wildly in pursuit.

Bryce rushed to the opening that
he might see better, and Squints
quickly joined him. Sky crashed
from the meadow over a small snow
bank and up an almost vertical trail
m—-a passage swept free of snow by
the winds off the bald crown of
Satan’s Sentinel. For an instant, the
stallion seemed to cling to a sheer
wall. But the poise was for an in
instant only. The next movement
the stallion was wheeling from sight
around the upper rim of the wind-
swept rock.
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“l suppose she knows where she's
going,” the astounded Bryce asked
of the Indian girl.

“Yes,” she replied. “There is a
protected meadow on the other side
of the pea”™where the winds will
have kept off the snow. The summer
sun did not touch the grass there
more than a few hours of the day,
so the grass is still green.”

The clouds thickened slowly, and
Bryce groaned with dismay when
the sun wormed behind them at sun-
set.

. “If thfe winter is long, there being
four to feed instead of two, bang-
tail meat may become a delicacy,”
Willow-in-the-wind said.

Squints’ eyelids drooped.
he remarked.

Bryce swung about and kicked a
chunk of wood into the fire.

“Good night, horse hunter!” The
Indian girl said to Squints as she

“Ugh!”

went out. She walked rapidly to
her own quarters.
“You don't suppose,” Squints

asked, “she’s having a little fun at
our expense?”

“Oh, no!” Bryce sizzled.
no!”

He swung angrily off to the “Sil-
ver Room,” as they now dubbed
their quarters. “For a thin dime,”
he said, “I'd rip these hides off and

“Hell,

“Got no dime.” Squints chuckled.
“But if you'll wait till I mine the
silver, I might---—-- "

He found himself talking to no
one. Bryce had gone to bed.

V.

AT THEIR sunrise meal, Bryce
was surprised to find Sky come close
beside him. She sat down without a
word and nibbled quietly at a hand-
ful of dried blueberries. He tried
quickly to think back what he had

just been talking about to Squints,
who, hunger satisfied with a piece
of jerked venison, was dreaming be-
fore the fire with one eye and watch-
ing Willow-in-the-Wind with the
other.

“It will rain to-nigh!,” Sky said,

Bryce twisted about and studied
her beautiful face, her lovely hair,
the power and sweetness of her lips.
Their eyes met, cold blue agakist
cold blue. He was the first to look
in another direction. When he
glanced back, she was still looking
at him. He knew then that some-
thing queer had happened to him,
that he was never to be the old
Bryce Yeo of the great acres that
lay as far as the eye could see from
horizon to horizon. Something had
gone from him; something come in.
Nor was he regretful of that replace-
ment.

He did not call it by name. Neither
did Sky Jossund, who got up and
walked to the mouth of the cavern,
where she stood looking out over his
lands. What she was thinking, only
she would ever know.

Willow-in-the-Wind paused by
the fire. She put things in order
there with a deftness that only a
plainsman would observe—or an-
other Indian—or Squints Buckbush,
descended from the Cheyennes. The
girl went out to care for a mother-
less bangtail colt, which Sky had
penned behind a two-section rail
fence butted against the inner side
of the ledge. Squints followed.

It rained that night.

AND when the morning came
Bryce prepared to leave. Squints
stood near the entrance to the bang-
tails’ quarters and peered thought-
fully into space. Willow-in-the-
Wind stood just beyond. She
smoothed back her raven-dark hair
and appeared to be oblivious of
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Squints’ presence. But every now
and then she shot a swift glance in
his direction.

Sky Jossund brought a bundle and
tossed it carelessly at Bryce's feet.
“Your clothes,” she said.

Bryce gaped. “My—clothes! |
thought you------

“1 did throw them away,” the girl
cut him short, and Bryce saw that
she smiled for the first time since his
coming, “but—not far away.”

“Well, I'll just be---—-- ” He started
up, halted, sputtered, “Why—why
did you do that! If I were a man,
I mean if you were a—--—-- "

“Oh, hell! If you------

A loud voice just outside the cave
brought them both wheeling around.
“There they are!” Mort Mazor
shouted. “What'd I tell you?”

Behind him were a dozen of his
gunmen, all mounted.

“They've discovered the cave at
last!” Sky gasped. “They’'ve hunted
for it ever since they saw Willow-
in-the-Wind trading silver for us
for supplies at the trading post.”

Mazor rode slowly forward. His
men closed in behind him. He
squinted at Bryce's clothing and, as
Squints edged up, broke out in bois-
terous laughter. As if this were a
signal for all to laugh, the others
roared, making uncouth remarks.
Squints took two quick steps for-
ward, but Bryce grasped him by the
arm.

“Wait!” he cautioned.

Mazor ldoked down into Bryce's
face and snarled, “I told you to stay
off my mountain! I'm telling you
this time that there won't be any
snowdrifts for you to land on!”

He twisted about in his saddle.
“Several of you men get inside that
hole and see what you can find!”

Bryce and Squints spread out a
little farther, in order to bar the

way. But Sky Jossund said, “Let
them pass.”

“But—the cave,” Bryce whispered
protest. “The inside—Il mean the
silver!”

“Let them pass!”

Bryce stepped out of the way,
barely in time to escape being ridden

down. Within the cave, the men
dismounted and lunged into the
darkness.

“Here, you squaw!” Mazor
shouted to Willow-in-the-Wind.

“Light their way with one of them
torches!”

He dismounted. But at that mo-
ment he caught sight of the wild
horses. To the remaining men, he
said, “You fools, get busy and round
up them bangtails! And get a loop
on that gold stud while he's hemmed
in up there!”

SKky Jossund touched Bryce® arm.
“Others want the wild horses.
You're going to have competition,”
she said.

“1 don’t want your wild horses!”
Bryce blurted out. “You don’t have
to rub it in!”

“Perhaps just taming me will
satisfy your appetite for conquering
bigger and better worlds?”

Bryce swallowed. He noticed the
soft smile playing about the girl's
lips and swallowed again. He
opened his mouth to say something,
but a shout from within the cave
broke in on his thoughts.

“Mort!” the voice roared. “Quick!
Come here!”

Mazor started forward, but hesi-
tated. He spat, then said, “Come
along, woman!”

WITH a rough jerk, he almost
threw Sky from her feet, but, re-
covering her balance quickly, she
swung the palm of her right hand
hard across his face. Mazor stag-
gered back before the blow, but,
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cursing, lunged forward—straight
into a terrific jolt from Bryce’s right
fist. He went down, came up bel-
lowing. Bryce knocked him down
again. This time Mazor clawed out
his gun, and one of his henchmen
leveled his weapon upon Bryce at
the same instant.

“Look out, Bryce!” Squints
shouted, and Ilunged past. He
leaped and came down, bare heels
first, full upon Mazor's flat nose.
Mazor's gun exploded in the air.
Squints bounced once beyond and
shot upward like an animal against
the side of the Mazor gunman.
Bryce kicked Mazor’s gun from his
hand and swerved out of the path of
an oncoming horse.

“Fill him full of lead!” Mazor
shouted from where he sprawled.
“Don’'t take so much time about it!”

A yard of orange flame stabbed
down into Bryce's right shoulder,
and the fingers of his right hand
stiffened, then wilted. He swung in
close to a twisting horse and got
his left hand in a gun belt. Bump-
ing his knee up into the horse’s ribs,
he dragged the rider back over the
saddle as the animal lunged on for-
ward.

He was just clutching for the
man’s gun when the feet of many
horses flailed across his body. He

RR—- 3

went down and came up with hoofs
stamping all about him. He saw
Squints claw a stone from the
ground and hurl it into a cursing
face. As the horseman toppled side-
ways, the fellow’s gun clattered to
the ground. Squints leaped for the
weapon, but three guns close above
him roared simultaneously, and
Squints fell flat upon his face. His
body rolled limply.

Bryce ducked a lunging horse.
He stumbled to his feet and—peered
numbly into Mazor's six-gun. He
knew that death had come.

“Sirius Cat!” Sky Jossund’s clear
voice pierced the din. “Betelgeuse!
Carnivora!”

Strange names shrieked against
the sides of Satan’s Sentinel. Bryce
had but a glimpse of tawny bodies
leaping from the rocky mountain-
side. Men yelled. Curses fouled
the air. Guns crashed. Mazor’s
weapon exploded, and Bryce felt a
sting of pain across his left jaw.
He reeled aside.

Carnivora, jaws dripping, stood
over a dying man and screamed the
scream of the Kill. She backed away,
crouched for another spring, her
green-fired eyes focused upon
Mazor. At that moment, Betelgeuse
and Sirius Cat rent the air with their
horrible battle cries. Horses reared
and squealed in terror. Men were
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thrown violently from their saddles.

“Sun God!” Sky's voice cut
through the noise of battle.

The golden stallion thundered to-
ward her, swept past her, his teeth
bared, his powerful forelegs ham-
mering the air. He gave one fear-
ful battle cry and sank his teeth into
a near-by horse. The other animals
turned almost as one and fled down
the mountain.

BRYCE glanced over his shoulder
barely in time to roll out of the way
of another oncoming charge. Sun
God’s harem, heads down, were run-
ning noiselessly into the battle,
frightful in their silence. Not until
they were well upon the ranks of
the fleeing horses did their wild
squeals stun the senses. The very
mountain seemed to shudder beneath
their hoofs.

Within five minutes not a single
Mazor animal was in sight. Men
were fleeing behind, while the
scream of cougars and the wild
neighing of the bangtails filled the
air. And above all this din thun-
dered the fierce blasts of Sun God,
the golden stallion.

Bryce turned to find Sky Jossund
at his back. The girl spoke sooth-
ingly to the mountain lions, calling
them by name, “Carnivora, Sirius
Cat, Betelgeuse.” The great beasts
lay down wupon their bellies and
rested their jaws upon their fore-
paws. Their eyes still shone with
the green fire of the fury of battle.

But at that moment a mangled
form rose from the earth and stag-
gered away—Mort Mazor. In-
stinctively, Bryce stepped forward
to beep him from falling, but
realized his mistake even before
Mazor, having no gun now, whirled
and hurled a throwing knife at him.
Gibbering insanely then, Mazor
staggered blindly into the cave. He

grasped a flaming pine knot from
the hand of the stupefied Indian
girl and plunged on into the dark
interior. A roar of mad laughter
drifted back out of the cavern, and
Willow-in-the-Wind rushed outside

to Sky.

Squints stumbled up.

“1 thought---—--- ” Bryce began, and
stopped.

“Got a couple of nicks,” Squints
grinned, holding one arm with the
hand of the other. “Knocked me
out for a spell, | guess. Gosh, but
I'm shaky! I—just can’'t seem to—mn
stand—on my fool legs! They won't
——" He sprawled headlong.

With a sort of gliding leap, Wil-
low-in-the-Wind bounded to his
side.

“Look out!”
“Earthquake!”

He grasped Sky by the hand and
jerked her father away from the
mouth of the cavern. Nor was he
an instant too soon, for the cave
suddenly collapsed with a terrifying
roar. Rocks tumbled out toward
them, and a huge boulder came to
stop just past the spot where Sky had
been standing. A monstrous cloud
of rock dust belched from the mouth
of the cavern and boiled off down
the mountainside in huge rolls. One
entire shoulder of Satan's Sentinel
seemed to settle.

“That was a big one,” commented
the grinning Squints, testing out his
wabbly feet and leaning comfortably
against Willow-in-the-Wind’s side.
“Mazor sure picked his own burying

Bryce shouted.

ground.”
“Come with me!” Willow-in-the-
Wind commanded authoritatively.

“1 will stop the blood flow from your
wounds.”

She led him to a rivulet that
trailed down from the spring. Bryce
peered up at the bald crown of
Satan’s Sentinel, where the winds
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blasted continuously, where they
would blast for centuries to come.
His thoughts were broken by a light
tug on his arm.

Sky Jossund said, “That wound
needs attention. Cold water will
stanch the blood flow.”

Assisting him, for he, too, was
beginning to feel as if his legs were
made of rubber, she guided him to
a small boulder beside the tiny
stream from the mountain spring.
She scooped up the water with her
palms.

NOBODY spoke for a long time.
The golden stallion and his mares
trotted back up the mountain,
glanced at them curiously and went
on out into the meadow. The big
cats got to their feet, and, snarling,
looked once at them and crept off
among the trees.

Sky shuddered. “I have a feel-
ing,” she said, “that if | were to call
to them they would not answer.
They know.”

Bryce looked at her a long time.
She sat with her head bowed, her
eyes covered with her left palm.
Finally she smiled. “Wild things
like wild things only, and I guess |
was pretty wild.”

“1 still don't understand”—Bryce
knitted his eyebrows—“what that's
got to do with the big pussycats
and the wild nags and------ ”

A sparkling romance—

“Maybe”—she laughed, suddenly
looking up at him with her large
blue eyes glistening with moisture
—“maybe—I'm too tame for them
all at once.”

“Hm-m-m!” Bruce mumbled.
“Now, that would account for their
sort of parting company with you,
wouldn’t it?”

He put an arm around her and
drew her close to him. Her golden
hair fell across his shoulder, and
her head rested gently there. He
bent over and kissed her on the tem-
ple, thereafter holding his cheek
upon the spot. When next he
opened his eyes, he was so surprised
for a moment that he had no voice.
Below them sat Squints Buckbush
and the Indian girl in almost the
same embrace. Bryce almost
laughed, but then he remembered
that Squints had a habit of doing
what he did.

But, after a long time, Bryce did
laugh. When the others peered
guestioningly at him, he explained,
“You know, seeing as how our duds
got buried with Mazor and us hav-
ing to go back home in these cave-
man evening clothes, it's going to
look like all the taming that's been
done around here wouldn’'t amount
to much. There're going to be some
smart cowpokes who'll swear we got
turned into wild folks.”

DAWN COMES RIDING

by MONA FARNSWORTH

—makes it very important that you read the next issue of
Romantic Range.



The Darling

How she hated them!

Little Lambs!

She'd be darned

if she'd let that Ranny Mack make a
sheep-herder out of her!

two feet—so she couldn’t

stamp them. Because that’'s what
she felt like doing.

“I'll kill somebody!” The words

ground out through her nice white

ORA gritted her teeth and
N stood flat and hard on her

teeth. “I'll kill somebody! I'll tear
that crazy, grinning ape------ "
“0Oh, shucks!” Uncle Asa shifted

his spine on the wooden bench, and
he shifted his whittling knife in his
hand. “You make me plumb sick,
that's what. You talk like a ornery,
light-headed, no-account female.
Nobody'd ever guess you had adrop
of John Nickerson’s blood coursin’
through your veins. Ya ain’t worthy
of yer pa, that's what ya ain't. -Them
dad-blamed lady-makin’ Eastern
schools has ruint ya. Ya ain’'t got
guts enough------ "

“1 have so! It isn't a question of
guts! It's a question of—who wants
to raise sheep? Who wants even to
see the stinking------ "

“The lambs is real cute,” said
Uncle Asa. “And they’'s money——"

“Cute! Cute! 1I'd like to wring
their necks. The darling little
lambs!”

“You look,” said Uncle Asa, “as if
you was like to blow up and bust
with just pure mad. Which don’t
show common sense. | told ya when
ya come out at the time yer pa died
that if ya didn't have guts and
couldn’'t take it you'd do better to

sell the ranch out and go back East

”

again. But you said------
“l can take it! | can take any-
thing. But sheep. Sheep!”
“Anything,” said Uncle Asa,

“seems to include sheep in your case
=—seeing as how young Ranny Mac
can't pay you fer that hay any other
way.”

“But he can! | know he can!
He’'s just doing it to be nasty. He's
just doing it to make me eat mud
because------ " She stopped.

Uncle Asa finished placidly, “—be-
cause you've made him eat mud ever
since you come here. 1I've told you
time and again it ain't fittin’ fer a
human female to act so much like
a skunk as you've acted to that
Ranny Mac since you come home.
And he’s right nice. He’'s nice-ap-
pearing and he’s nice-behaving------ "

“And he smells of sheep! | won't
have anything to do with anybody
that raises sheep. I won't touch
sheep!

“So durned high and mighty you'd
ruther starve—is that it? ’'Cause it

looks as if yer choice had sorta
boiled down to that—sheep or
starvation.”

“Oh!” cried Nora. “Oh!”

And Uncle Asa said, soothingly,
“There—there—don’t blow up again.
Don’t------ "

“If—if | just hadn’t driven those
cows into that awful dip!” she cried
desperately. And, whirling sud-



denly, she fled toward the corral.
She’d be damned if anybody—even
dear old Uncle Asa—should see her
cry.

But he knew she was crying. And
he looked after her thinking how
lovely she was and how gallant and
brave she was and what a lot of bad
breaks she’d had. And then, sud-
denly, he grinned. “Seven hundred
sheep! What the hell will she do
with seven hundred sheep!”

But Nora, riding hard across the
rolling, billowing prairie, wasn’t
bothering, now, to think about the
sheep. She was thinking of her
cows. And thinking of them brought
tears of rage and defeat and chagrin,
hot and stinging, into her eyes. That
terrible dip! And the fact that
she had done it all herself didn't
make things any easier. If only she
could have blamed Uncle Asa. But
she couldn’t. She’d done it herself,
when Uncle Asa was away, and she'd

been too pig-headed to listen to the
advice and suggestions of her riders
who’d come in with the cows to help
her.

NORA, kicking her pony to a hard
gallop, ground her teeth. And be-
fore her eyes she could see again
those cows, her cows, all her cows,
being driven up the runway to the
dip gate, the gate sliding open and
the cows, struggling, bellowing, ter-

ror-stricken, floundering in the
brown, smelly pool.
Nora closed her eyes. If she'd

only done it to a few of her cows!
If she’d only managed to salvage
something from the utter ruin. But
no. Not enough had been saved to
make any difference at all. That
dip! It had been double strength,
triple strength—or something horri-
ble. And nobody had told her. She
wouldn’t let them tell her. So she
couldn’t blame them. She had gone
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bulling along, pig-headed, knowing
it all. But even so one of those cow-
boys might have told her—might
have made her listen. But of course
she’d made them so mad they must
have been sort of glad to see her run-
ning her stubborn nose into ruin.
Ruin—worse than ruin—complete
devastation. Two hours after they
came out of that murderous mixture,
the cattle were writhing in agony.
And those that didn't die of burns
had to be shot before sunset.

That was three months before.
For three months, now, Nora and
Asa had scrubbed along—Nora be-
cause it was her ranch and she had
to; Asa because he'd grown old work-
ing for Nora’s father and he couldn’t
imagine going anywhere else. But
all the boys had gone. What was
the use of a cowboy when there were
no cows nor money to buy any? And
pretty soon, the way things looked
now, there’d be no ranch, either.
Unless she took over—those darling
little lambs!

“Damn!” she said aloud through
her tight teeth. “Damn the lambs!
And damn—double damn—Ranny
Mac!”

“For my part,” said a voice from
nowhere, “1 thank you. The lambs
will have to speak for themselves.
They—— Don’t glare like that,
Nora. Nothing can make you less
beautiful—but it does make you look
so unfriendly.”

“Unfriendly! Glare!” Nora sput-
tered. “Ranny Mac—I hate you!
I could kill you!. I loathe you! You

know perfectly well you could pay
for that hay in cash if you wanted
to. You're just pretending to be
broke and offering me the payment
in lambs because you're mean as dirt
and because you hate me------ ]
“Ranny Mac” grinned at her. “Oh,
no,” he said easily. “l wouldn't go

so far as to say | hate you, Nora.”
His eyes wandered over her lovely
face, flushed with fury—tempestu-
ous, copper curls tossing, blue-black
eyes blazing. “No man,” said Ranny
Mac, a grin growing behind his eyes,
“could really hate you, angel—not
for long.”

“Oh!” Nora, unable to stamp her

feet, flounced in the saddle. “Oh!
You—you—I hate you!”
“Tut,” said Ranny. “You're be-

ginning to repeat yourself, my dear.
And that’s a sign of a very limited
vocabulary.”

“Shut up!”

Obligingly, Ranny Mac shut, and
for a long minute they stared at each
other: Nora glaring, sitting in her
saddle straight as a ramrod; Ranny
Mac frankly amused, a little grin
dancing at the corners of his wide,
chiseled mouth and behind his clear
gray eyes. Nora thought, with a
fresh gust of fury, “Damn him for
everything—but why does he have
to be so handsome?”

And Ranny Mac said, his grin
showing through his voice, “It's too
bad | can't pay cash for that hay
but I------ $

“You had no business buying it if
you couldn’t pay for it!” snapped
Nora.

And Ranny said, easily, “I thought
I could when | got it and then—
things changed. AIll | can offer you

now, to clear the bill, is the value-
in sheep.”

“Sheep!” exploded Nora. “You
can take your sheep------ "

But Ranny went on, reasonably

and amiably, as if he were talking
to a child, “I don’t see why you hate
sheep so. They're interesting to
work with, easy to feed—and they
make more money than cattle— —=

“Oh, yes! They make so much
money you can't pay your bills!
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Sheep! | wouldn’t touch a sheep

if---—- ?

BUT in the end she did. Uncle
Asa went off one day and brought
them back—driving them in a herd
with the help of a big brutish-look-
ing dog that Ranny Mac had given
him.

“You betcha | got them sheep,”
said Uncle Asa, when Nora stamped
her feet and beat her little hands.
“You betcha. I'd rather nurse a
mess of sheep any day than starve
to death—which is what you're
headin’ toward if somebody don’t do
something. If you'd rather starve—
go ahead.”

Nora stared a minute. Then she
smiled with poisonous sweetness.
“And | suppose,” she said, “that you
and the darling little lambs are going
to live on manna from heaven until
shearing time, which, | believe, is
some six months from now.”

“These | got ain't little lambs,”
said Asa. “They's sheep. Come
March they’ll have little lambs of
their own. And | figure maybe
Hank Lawson’ll trust us fer supplies
till after lambin’ and shearin’ time
when we can pay him------

“Hank Lawson!” Nora laughed
and, mad though she was, it sounded
like a cascade of silver bells. “Hank
Lawson wouldn’t sell us anything
but cash supplies even when we had
the cows. He’s certainly not going
to trust us for a bag of flour when
all we have is—woollies!”

But two days later when she was
riding through Hard River and
passed Hank Lawson’s general store,
he hailed her.

“Hear you've gone in for sheep,
Nora.” His cheerful, bellowing voice
seemed to echo and reecho down the
street.

People turned to
up their ears to listen.

look, pricked
Nora’'s face,

her throat—and her temper—grew
violently crimson.  She turned to
stare furiously at Hank.

He said, “ Sorta thought you might
be coming by, now that you're gone
to sheep raising, and talk business
with me. Come on in, Nora.”

Nora never knew why she went in.
Maybe she was too mad to know
what she was doing. Maybe she was
afraid he’d shout out again about
the sheep.

Hank said,
supplies out your way?
maybe—with winter coming------

And Nora said, bitterly, “Thanks
so much! What would you suggest
our using for money? The memory
of our cows—or the odor of our

“Ain’'t you needing
I thought

sheep?”
Hank grinned at her. “You sound
kinda sour,” he said. “Which is

more’'n anybody owning all them
sheep should sound these days.”
And then he stuffed his hands in
his pockets, teetered back on his
heels and said, “Them sheep you
seem to hate so—you can thank them
for any supplies you get. Me, |
wouldn’'t credit a chew of tobacco
to a cattle ranch now. Not with all
the homesteaders plowing up free
range like they're doing. Won't be
no time at all before there’'s no place
for cattle to feed. Ain’t nobody got
range enough all by hisself for cat-
tle. They all use free grazing land
—and when the homesteaders hoe it
all to corn and potatoes------ " He
opened his hands and shrugged
eloquently. “You better thank the
Lord for them sheep. Them nibblers
can live high on grass a cow couldn’t
see. So how about supplies?
What'll I fix up for you?”

It was too much for Nora. The
last three months had been too lean.
Being in the middle of the bounty
of Hank’s store and knowing she
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could have whatever she wanted sud-
denly went to her head. She or-
dered plentifully, generously, lav-
ishly'—enough to take her through
most of the winter.

A WEEK LATER she remem-
bered, with scarlet fury, what she
had done. And she knew that every
mouthful of food she’d ordered from
Hank Lawson’s store would probably
choke her.

Because “Skinny” Wilkins—long,
lanky, pimply-faced, snake-eyed—
pulled rein in front of her ranch
steps and said, “Heard Hank call
out the other day that you and Asa’'d
gone in for raising sheep. Is that
right or wrong?”

“Whichever it is,” said Nora with
cool scorn, and wondering why na-
ture let such lice live, “I can't see
that it's any concern of yours. So
suppose you ride along and------ ”

“I'll ride along,” said Skinny out
of the corner of his slack mouth.
“I'll ride along—but first | can tell
you this: I'll get your sheep, every
one of ’em, sooner or later! '
teach you and that tea-hound dude
to try and raise sheep in a cow coun-
try! I'll fix both of you. You and
that Ranny Mac------ "

Nora blew up, her copper curls fly-
ing, her eyes like sea-blue bonfires.
“Don’t you dare say such a crazy

thing! [I've got nothing to do with
Ranny Mac! | hate him! 1 loathe
him! The sheep-raising------ "

The growing sneer on Skinny’'s
face stopped her. “Sheep-raising son
of a something, is he? And where
does that put you? Ain’'t you rais-
ing sheep, too? Don’t that put you
and him practically in partnership?
Where do you get off, anyhow?
Huh. You can't throw no bluff to
me.” He laughed, a sudden gust of
nastiness, right in her stunned,
furious, scarlet face.

Then he turned his horse and
started off, calling back over his
shoulder, “Just don't forget what I
said. I'll get the both of you—you
and him and all your sheep—before
I'm through. Coming into a cow
country, you two fool dudes—and
raising sheep!”

He was out of sight before Nora
got her breath. Then she raced on
clicking heels out to the corral, sad-
dled her pony and galloped off to
find Uncle Asa, wandering some-
where on the lush grasslands with
his herd of stinking sheep.

She found him sitting contentedly
under a young cottonwood, whis-
tling through his teeth and com-
pletely surrounded by the wooden
snow of his whittled stick. Two
hundred vyards away the sheep
looked like tufts of cotton on the
green grass and the dog Ranny Mac
had given them kept watch with a
practiced eye.

Nora, for the first time in her life,
hated Uncle Asa.

“You look,” she raged at him,
“exactly like a sheep-herder! You
look------ "

“Yeah,” said Uncle Asa, grinning
at her. “I feel like one, too. Seems
as if | ain’'t never been so"happy—
nothing to do all day but loaf here
in the sun, whittling these little jig-
gers, and watching that dog manage
the sheep. I'm getting to love them
sheep, Nora. You know----- "

“1 know that if you love them it's
just too darned bad. Because we're
going to sell them. We're going to
sell them or give them away or
poison them or something!” In a
breathless rush she told him about
Skinny—what he'd said—what he'd
threatened. “And if you think I'm
going to be forced to side with that
—that fool of a Ranny Mac! If you
think I'm going to be shoved into
the position of fighting the cattle-
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Oh!” Her rage got the
best of her. Then her words boiled
out. “Wouldn't that make just a
sweet picture! Ranny Mac and me
fighting shoulder to shoulder!
Fighting together for our darling

little lambs! 1 tell you I won't have
it! 1 won't be made a fool of! |
won’t------ "

“All right—all right,” said Uncle
Asa amiably, “you won't. So what
you gonna do? You sell these here
sheep now—before they lamb and
before shearing time—and what do
you use for money to pay the bill
you run in Hank’s store? You can't
get money enough on these sheep
now to pay that. Hank sold you
all that stuff on account of how he
knew by spring you could pay the
bill------ "

NORA rode back to the ranch
house. She was so choked with fury
she was numb. And she hated
Ranny Mac with a blind and scarlet
hatred that seemed to turn her to
cold steel. Ranny Mac had done all
this to her. He’d done it on purpose.
He'd made believe he couldn’t pay
for that hay in cash just to force
her into this ridiculous, absurd,
humiliating position as a sheep
owner—almost his partner—certainly
his ally—since they two were the
only owners of sheep in this whole
country. He'd known it would
humiliate her, disgrace her, and he'd
done it on purpose. He'd wanted to
humiliate her because------ She had
treated him like mud.

“Damn him!” she thought. And
suddenly tears were stinging, hot in
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her eyes. She flung back her head
to blink them away. And she
stopped, staring at the sky. Clouds
were piling up in the west. A cold,
hard wind was rising. The sunlight
turning, suddenly, a weak lemon-
color, was unnatural, threatening.
“Snow,” Nora thought. And then
she thought, “The sheep! If Asa
doesn't get them under shelter
quickly------ ” her thought snapped,
then went on, furiously, “What do
I care what happens to the sheep?
Let them freeze. Let them get
snowed under--— But somehow,
all the way home, she couldn’t forget
that, for a minute, she had thought
of them and been concerned about
their safety.

But she needn't have been. Be-
cause Uncle Asa got them all herded
into the corral long before the first
snowflake fell. And the storm didn’t
amount to anything anyhow. But
three weeks later it did. Nora woke
that night and heard it, snicking
against the windows of her room.
And before she knew what she was
doing she was halfway downstairs,
her clothes on her somehow, and her
voice, sleepy, throaty, calling for
Uncle Asa.

He wasn't in the house. And she'd
almost reached the corral, the snow
stinging her face, before she realized
that some blind, deep-lying instinct
must have driven her there, because,
as she thought of it, she didn't know
why she’'d come.

And then Uncle Asa’s voice, out
of the white mist of whirling snow,
was telling her. “Lord be thanked
you're here,” he yelled above the
wind. “Come on in and yank these
critters off the pile.” She saw them
then, heaped up and up on each
other in an effort to keep warm. “If
they stay that way,” yelled Uncle
Asa, “the fools on the top are gonna
smother the fools on the bottom.”

Nora could see that. And she
began to push and yank and pull,
too cold to give vent to her rage, too
busy even to hate the great white
lumps of snow-encrusted wool.

“Gol ding 'em,” yelled Uncle Asa,
“as fast as you unpile 'em they heap
theirselves up again somewheres
else. Hurry up, girl!” And a min-
ute later he yelled, “Zipes! Look at
that dog! He’s as good as two extra
hands.”

But Nora couldn’t be bothered
looking at the dog. She couldn’t
look at anything but sheep. And be-
fore long she was too exhausted
even to look at them. She worked
blindly-—snow in her hair, snow in
her eyes, snow stiffening her hands.

Finally, Uncle Asa said, weakly,
“Dawn, girl!”

She stopped and stared. The
wind had died as the sky grew pale
and, a minor miracle, the snow
wasn't the driving brutal thing it
had been. “You go up to the house,
child,” muttered Uncle Asa, “and
get some sleep. I'll haul out some
hay.”

But Nora wouldn't go. She
helped him and, finally, they went
home together. The night was over.
The sheep were safe.

“Damn sheep!” was her last con-
scious thought before she dropped
into bottomless slumber. But after
that she found she wasn’'t damning
them so heartily. When you have
fought through an endless night for
something’s life you seem to be
forced to take sort of an interest in
it, whether you want to or not.

AND that wasn't the end. There
were two more bad blizzards, and
there was a week of bitter cold when
she and Uncle Asa took turns fight-
ing to keep the sheep from freezing.
There was the time when they tossed
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a coin to see who would battle
through the snowdrifts to get the
cottonseed cake. The supply had
run low and the sheep had to have it.

“Drat them!” said Nora. “I
wouldn’'t go to town in this weather
to buy food for us, but, of course,
those darling little lambs------ "

“If you don’t give 'em that there
cake,” said Uncle Asa, “that bill of
Hanks won't get paid on account of
how the wool won’t be worth nothin’.
You get along.”

She got along. And got the cot-
tonseed cake. When she came back
she went out herself and fed them
with it, laughing at their eagerness.

She was still laughing, standing
in the middle of her milling herd of
woollies, when a voice called out,
“So you are getting along all

right! | got worried—all this bad
weather------ "
Nora froze. Her heart seemed to

stop dead, turn over, and race breath-
lessly. Of all the damned luck! To
have that Ranny Mac skunk come
and find her like this, feeding these
dratted sheep and looking as if she
liked it!

She stiffened her voice till it
sounded like bitter ice. “We've got
through—yes. But | can tell you
I've never worked so hard in my life.
And I've never hated anything the
way | hate sheep!”

Ranny Mac didn’t say a word. He
didn’'t have to. The twinkle in his
gray eyes, the almost invisible smile
touching his lips were enough. He
was thinking, “You looked a minute
ago as if you hated them. You
just looked it!”

Nora, feeling the blood surge
under her clear skin, said furiously,
“A lot ol good its going to do us to
slave over these filthy sheep, too!
Just before this snow set in Skinny
Wilkins come over here and------ "

“—guaranteed to send us and our
sheep straight to hell.” He grinned
at her. “lI know Skinny. He came
over my way, too. He’s just talking
to exercise his throat. We don’t
need to worry about him------ "

But after he'd ridden away Nora
forgot to get mad about that “we,”
because her mind was absorbed with
wonder about Ranny Mac's guns.
He wasn't a fighting cowpoke. He
was a peace-loving sheepman. Yet
his guns were fighting guns car-
ried at a business angle. If he wasn't
worrying about Skinny—what was
he worrying about?

A WEEK LATER she said to
Uncle Asa, “What are you cleaning
those revolvers for? I've never seen
you go around with full holsters.”

“Yeah,” said Uncle Asa. “Yeah
—it's funny the things you see the
older you get. As a matter of fact,
it wouldn’t do you no harm to learn
how to shoot. Strikes me that fancy
Eastern schooling ain’'t likely to do
you much good unless you learn
something practical along with it.”

Nora looked at him, her eyes like
blue gimlets. “All of which means,”
she said, “that you've heard some-
thing more about Skinny Wilkins

“Ain't Skinny Wilkins alone,”
said Uncle Asa. “It's awhole bunch
o' them damned cattle stuck-ups.
They think just 'cause we own sheep
we ain’t fit to walk on the same side-
walk with 'em. And if anybody
thinks | fought all winter long with
them woollies—if anybody thinks |
nursed 'em and stuck by 'em and fed
'em and sweated blood to keep 'em
from freezing, just to have a bunch
of gol-dinged know-nothings take
‘'em away from me— —=

“But they couldn't take them
away, Uncle Asa! What would they
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do with them?
cowman do with
sheep ?”

For a long minute Uncle Asa said
nothing. He left Nora's question
hanging in the air between them,
loud as a dangling cowbell. Then
he looked up at her. “They wouldn't
have to do nothing with 'em,” he
said. “Not if they found a way to
pizen 'em.”

“Poison our sheep!” Nora’'d nursed
those woollies through the winter,
too. Something inside of her rose
up now and shouted. “The dirty
skunks,” she said, and hunted until
she found guns she could practice
with.

Another two weeks and she had
forgotten Skinny, forgotten the
need for guns, forgotten everything.
Lambing time was upon them. And
if she thought she’d worked during
the blizzards of winter she discov-
ered her mistake now. Day and
night she and Uncle Asa were with
the sheep. They slept on their feet.
They ate on the run.

“If we could only hire one man
to help us,” said Nora, desperately.
“Just one---—--- "

Uncle Asa looked at her out of
red-rimmed, weary eyes, “Probably
if you mentioned your wish,” he
said, “all thorn sweet-natured cow
skunks would come runnin’.” And
that was that.

But finally it was over. Nora
went to bed and slept around the
clock. And when she woke she
found that, from somewhere or
other, spring had actually arrived.
It had sneaked up on them when
they were too busy to notice.

But Nora thought nothing of it
until one day she found Uncle Asa
standing on the bank of Silver
Branch shaking his head. The sheep
— some hundred and fifty of them—

What would any
seven hundred

were drinking farther down. Nora
thought, suddenly, that white sheep
and green grass and blue sky and

rushing water were, taken alto-
gether, sort of pretty. But Uncle
Asa shook his head.

She said, laughing, “Why the

cloud of gloom, old darling? We’'ll
shear them next week—and then the
money’'ll roll in.”

“Yeah,” said Uncle Asa. And
suddenly his hands were on his guns.

“Somebody’s in them bushes,” he
muttered.
Nora laughed at him. “That's

your precious pup,” she said. “Don’t
tell me you've got the jitters so
badly that you go for your guns
when a dog steps on a twig!”

Uncle Asa looked at her. “Smart,
ain't you?” he said. “And if you
was gonna do monkey shines with a
mess of sheep—wouldn’t the week
before shearing time be the time
you'd pick?”

THE WEEK before shearing
time. If they waited till later the
year's money would be.made. If
something happened to the sheep
now—everything would be lost.

Nora thought that over. She
watched Uncle Asa, who watched
the road and the corral. And sud-
denly she had an idea of her own.
Poison. That was what Uncle Asa
had said. And what would be the
most likely way of poisoning, simul-
taneously, seven hundred sheep and
nearly eight hundred and fifty
lambs? There was only one way,
one good way, one easy way. She
knew, suddenly, why Uncle Asa had
watched the sheep by the creek. She
knew why he had shaken his head.
It was the only creek they had.
They depended on it for general

water. Drinking water came from
a well near the house. But the
creek —
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Nora saddled her pony and headed
him upstream. The reservoir, feed-
ing the creek, would be the place.

It was. She heard their voices
before she saw them—dim shapes
moving in the dusk that had crept
up on her as she rode.

“That keg,” said, a voice cheerily,
“will blow up the whole damn works.
It'll flood things fer a spell and then
they won't be no water at all. |1
tell ya by the time Skinny fixes up
that stinking dude and we fix up lit-
tle Miss Nose-in-the-air------ "

Nora touched guns. She was so
mad she shook all over. But her
hands were steady as blocked ice.
She dropped from her saddle and
went forward on foot, noiseless,
alert.

A cowman said, “Them pair of
damn dumb sheep-herders! They
aint got sense enough between ’'em
to skin a steer. They're so dumb

“Oh,” said Nora’s voice, sweet and
clear, “not so damned dumb as all
that” And then she snapped,
“Scratch those stars above your
heads—all of you! I've got guns—
and they both work.”

And behind her a voice said, “God-
frey, Nora—you plumb gave me a
start.”

“Uncle Asa------

And the old man said, “How come
you're up here? | been waiting for
these skunks every night since lamb-
ing. But how'd you know------ "

“Take some rope and tie them------

“1'd ruther hold my guns on 'em.
Then if they wiggle I c¢'n shoot 'em
with a clear conscience. Where you
going, Nora?"

But Nora had already gone, leap-
ing into the saddle, galloping down
the hill, grateful that Ranny Mac's
place wasn't too far away, praying
that she'd get there in time.

But it seemed a thousand years
before she pulled up before his door,
calling, yelling, pounding against
echoing wood, wanting to scream in
the face of that silent, deserted
house.

And then, suddenly, she was still.
Horror flamed out of the darkness.
Terror ran cold through her veins.
A livid glare exploded the velvet
sky. Its rumbling shook the earth,
Nora, as if pulled by strings, leaped
back again into the saddle. She
kicked the pony till his beating
hoofs flew.

“Ranny!” her voice was dry in her
throat. “Ranny!” She knew what
had happened, knew it as well as if
she’d seen it. Ranny had guessed
they were going to blow up his
reservoir. Maybe Uncle Asa and
Ranny had guessed it together. And
Ranny’d gone up there to keep watch.
Skinny had come. Ranny had tried
to get the best of him—and Skinny
had shot him. Nora knew it. She
knew it. Ranny was dead. “Ranny!”
she sobbed. “Ranny!”

She heard herself sob, heard the
breath beat in her throat, heard the
thunder of her heart. But she didn’t
hear the rushing sound that rose and
crashed louder and louder.

She didn’t hear a thing till some-
body yelled, “Nora! Nora, you fool!
Where are you going? Do you want
to Kill yourself?”

“Ranny!” She wanted to cry out
his name. But she couldn’t. It was
nothing but a weak whisper,
drowned in the beating of hoofs,

the sudden scramble up a bill, the
sudden stopping at the top.
“Ranny.” Nora struggled for her
breath, struggled to stop her heart
from suffocating her. “Ranny------ "
And Ranny said, “They blew up
my reservoir. | got Skinny—but he
got it blown first. That's water
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down there. Another minute and
you'd have been caught in it.”
Nora looked down the hill, into
the rushing torrent swirling by.
And she said, “Ranny—I thought,
for a while, you were dead. Oh—

AND THEN, by some miracle, she
was in his arms, and his lips, warm,
enduring, were drawing her heart
forever into his keeping.

But suddenly, through the love-
liness, a thought stabbed. Nora
moved. Freed her lips. “The
sheep!” she said, “Ranny—where are
your sheep? If the valley is
flooded------ "

Ranny looked down at her. Even*
in the darkness she could see the
twinkle in his eyes. “Do the sheep
matter very much to you, Nora?”

She flung her head up impatiently.
“Oh, don't be silly!” she said.
“Where are the sheep? If you've let
anything happen to your darling lit-
tle lambs——" She stopped.

Ranny was laughing. “Oh,” he
said, “so you love the lambs. The
darling-——-- "

He was laughing at her frankly
now, a tender chuckle. But Nora
had been through too much recently
to care.

“Of course |

love them,” she

ROMANTIC RANGE

snapped. “Nobody can nurse any-
thing the way | nursed those lambs
and not love them. And yours—
where are they? If you've let them

But they hadn’'t drowned. Ranny,
knowing trouble was coming, had
driven them into a valley farther
away. He told her this, and then he
said, holding her close, “Gosh, I'm
glad I made you take those sheep.
I thought maybe it would work out
like this. I--—-—-- "

“You mean | didn’'t have to take
those sheep? You mean you could
have paid cash for that hay?”

“Well’—Ranny Mac evaded the
issue deftly—*“1 figured it this way.
You'd never marry me so long as |
was a sheepman—and you hated
sheep. But, if something happened
and you got to love sheep------ "

“You knew if | took care of them
I couldn’t help loving them!”

“Well,” said Ranny Mac, “l hon-
estly didn't see how anybody could
get to know sheep.real well—and
not get sort of fond of them------ "

“Ranny! You—you-—-"

For a long minute there was si-
lence as Ranny tilted her face to his
eager lips. Then laughter danced
on the air and, the idea striking them
simultaneously, they chanted, “God
bless the darling little lambs!”
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Ilen elliot jack, al-

E though never an outlaw, had

more courage than any of the
women outlaws of the West. Actu-
ally, Ellen Jack was a dazzling,
bright flame of courage—a blaze
which never faltered.

And no woman outlaw of the old
West could be compared to her for
beauty. Ellen was an English girl,
so exquisite that men would do al-
most anything just to be near her.

Tall, fair and slim, her hair was
like captured sunlight, her blue eyes

by Anita Allen

The Girl Called ”Captain Jack”

deep and dreaming. Every feature
was perfectly molded and beneath
the perfection was the glowing
charm of her fiery personality.
Born in 1842 to a wealthy family
in Nottingham, England, she was
hardly grown before her beauty had
become a legend. Men and boys
watched her whenever she appeared
in public. There were always dozens
of fervent notes in her daily mail
and the more daring went to danger-
ous or absurd lengths to meet her.
But apparently Ellen’s heart could
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not be touched. She was half amused
and half annoyed by the constant
attentions of men. Then, at the
home of a married sister, she met a
young Russian musician. He, of
course, fell madly in love with her,
and Ellen, thus far untouched by
emotion, believed she also cared for
him.

Her interest was short-lived, how-
ever, and when he discovered this
he attempted to kill her. Encounter-
ing her at the opera, be leaped to-
ward her with a knife Sashing in his
hand. Ellen fell, seriously wounded.
Rushed to a hospital, she was close
to death for a time. But finally her
magnificent vitality triumphed and
she fought her way back to health.

As soon as she could get out of
bed, she left for America with her
sister and brother-in-law. And then
she actually did meet romance—the
only romance of her life.

Charles Jack was first officer of
the ship which took the girl to Amer-
ica. He was courteous to her, but
nothing more. Other men fought
and schemed for a minute alone with
her, but Jack apparently regarded
her as merely another passenger.
This intrigued her, and for the first
time in her life she made an effort
to know aman. He remained charm-
ing, courteous—and disinterested.

Ellen fell in love with him. For
as she grew to know Jack she dis-
covered the strength, courage and
likableness of his character.

Ellen Elliot took stock of the
situation, called upon all her wiles
and openly set out to win Jack’s
love. The feat was not too hard to
accomplish, and he asked her to
marry him before the ship reached
port.

THEY WERE married in Sep-
tember, 1860, and made their home

in New York, although Jack con-
tinued his career as ship’s officer
until the outbreak of the Civil
War, when he entered the navy. He
was then appointed captain of the
Carleton, and during the Battle of
New Orleans was so badly wounded
that his heart was permanently weak-
ened.

Ellen waited unhappily in New
Rochelle while war madness swept
over the land, unleashing crime and
criminals upon the populations of
the towns. New Rochelle was con-
stantly plundered By bands of rob-
bers and finally two of them broke
into Ellen’s home.

It was then that the beautiful girl
displayed the first indication of the
steel she possessed. Hearing the
holdup men entering, she quietly
got a gun from a desk in her room,
opened the door and fired at them,
again and again. They ran from the
house and she went calmly on with
her routine, as though nothing un-
usual had occurred.

Soon after the war she inherited
a comfortable fortune from an aunt
and, following a trip to England,
spent considerable time traveling
about Europe where, as usual, her
beauty caused a furor.

Returning to the United States,
she and her husband built a hotel in
Brooklyn, which was barely com-
pleted when Captain Jack died of
heart failure. A few weeks after
his death the hotel burned to the
ground. Ellen felt that this marked
the end of a period in her life.

Grief-stricken, she tried to plan
the future. She had loved Jack with
a deep, strong devotion and knew
that such a love could not come
again. So now she would make a life
without love. She would go West
and take part in the building of the
“New Empire.”

Having come to a decision, she
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acted at once, packed and got ready
to go. While she was waiting for the
stage which would start her on her
way to Gunnison, Colorado, a
stranger, struck by her beauty, at-
tempted a flirtation. Without a
word, Ellen pulled a gun and shot
at him. As he dashed away she
watched him with casual disinterest,
her thoughts once more busy with
the future. She would wrest a vast
fortune from the West, she told her-
self—one of the greatest fortunes
in the world. After that------

Bleakly, she realized there
wouldn’t be much after that, because
the man she loved was gone.

IN GUNNISON she started opera-
tions at once. After having a large
log cabin built, she opened a restau-
rant which she called “Jack’s Cabin.”
It was a success from the first day,
and was constantly crowded with
customers who came to stare at El-
len’s beauty. She talked so much of
Captain Jack that gradually the
name became attached to her and
she was called “Captain Jack.”

A growing stream of prospectors
found their way to the restaurant
run by “the girl with the beautiful
hair.” They told her of their hopes
and failures, their strikes, and
showed her their ore samples.

And then Gunnison churned into
sudden excitement. A man named
“Black Bill” Smith had arrived.
Smith was one of the most notorious
gunmen and Killers of the West—the
type who roamed the country, Killing
for the joy of destruction. Now, fol-
lowing his usual tactics, he was blast-
ing lead at any one in his way—and
finally made the mistake of attack-
ing a crowd of Ute Indians.

The Indians, tomahawks ready,
started to capture him and would not
stop no matter how many of their
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number fell dead before Smith’s
guns.

Realizing his danger, Smith took
shelter in the cellar of Ellen’s res-
taurant and prepared to fight it out.
The Utes followed, sweeping toward
the restaurant in a mob.

As they hurled themselves at her
door, Ellen caught up her guns and
stepped outside. The Indians ig-
nored the threat and kept on com-
ing. With seeming calm, she
thumbed the hammer and shot into
the crowd, wounding two.

The red men halted indecisively
and Ellen whirled back into her res-
taurant. Running down the steps to
the cellar, she stalked up to the man
known throughout the West as a
killer.

“Now,” she said, “hand over those
irons.”

Smith looked into her chill blue
eyes and handed them over. She
called the sheriff to take him pris-
oner and then resumed the business
of the day.

A great silver strike was made in
the hills near Gunnison, Ellen
promptly bought half interest in one
of the most promising mines, the
Black Queen.

She was now well on her way to
the wealth and power she coveted.
And, strangely, she took on a sharper
beauty as she saw her dreams being
realized. Fiery, apparently made
for romance, having buried love, she
found stimulus in wresting a fortune
from the world of men.

Then, as the Black Queen was
proving that it was one of the best
mines in the district, a stranger ar-
rived in Gunnison. He was Larry
Walsh, a tall, dashing, impressive
man who immediately started in mad
pursuit of Ellen.

In spite of her background and
her experience with determined men,
she found herself unable to resist
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Walsh. He had a glamour as strik-
ing as her own. As handsome as she
was beautiful, he also possessed the
dazzling charm occasionally encoun-
tered in the Irish. Ellen once more
fell hopelessly in love—or believed
that she did—and they were mar-
ried.

BUT within a few weeks, she
awakened to the truth. Walsh was
nothing more than a fascinating
crook and was not at all in love
with her. It was her money and the
Black Queen that he coveted.

Facing this realization, Ellen acted
with characteristic decision. She
hired detectives to investigate him
and his past. They discovered
numerous startling things, one of
which was that he had already been
married when he married Ellen. Be-
hind him was a long trail of petty
crimes and not such petty dishones-
ties.

Coldly, she confronted him with
these facts. For a long time the
handsome Irishman stared at her.
And during that time he was think-
ing with desperate speed. He could
not give up hope of gaining control
of the Black Queen now. He had
gone too far for that.

There was only one way out of
the situation. That was to kill El-
len. As soon as the thought was
clearly formed he lunged at her,
knocked her to the floor and then
attempted to push her into an open
fire.

But Ellen had learned early about
the violence and passions of men.
She fought for her life now and
-fought with a savagery equal to his.
Even as the flame caught at her spar-
kling blond hair, she broke free and
ran screaming from the house.

Walsh disappeared, keeping him-
self carefully hidden, waiting until

Ellen should be convinced that he
had left the country. When he be-
lieved that sufficient time had
elapsed, he stole back to her house
by night and planted dynamite under
the walls, intending to blow up the
building and his wife with it. Then
he could make claim to her estate.

But Ellen realized too clearly just
the quality of man with whom she
was dealing and she was waiting for
him. Hearing the noise outside, she
took a gun and, barefooted, padded
through the darkness to where
Walsh was working. When she
came up behind him he was on his
hands and knees, planting the dyna-
mite. She calmly leveled her gun,
aimed and fired—sending two bul-
lets into his body.

Wounded, but not fatally, he stag-
gered to his feet and ran. This time
he actually did leave the country—
forever—wanting to put all possible
distance between himself and the
beautiful woman he had married.

Ellen started suit for divorce and
immediately numerous people began
to sue for collection of debts con-
tracted by Walsh.

A BANK, attempting to realize on
notes which Walsh had given them,
decided to take several loads of the
rich ore out of Ellen’s mine by force.

The manager of the bank sum-
moned fifty men. Then, armed with
legal documents, sheriffs and various
officials, he headed for the mine.
Cautiously, he stopped a few yards
away and ordered his gunmen to go
in after the ore.

But before they could reach the
entrance, Ellen appeared—standing
tall and slim, her fair hair glittering
in the sun. In each hand she held
a gun. When the men surged for-
ward she opened fire.

They halted and their own weap-
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ons began to flame. But the fair,
beautiful woman held her ground
and within a few minutes shot down
half a dozen of the invaders. Ab-
ruptly the men dropped their arms,
picked up their wounded comrades
and left.

Later, Ellen sued the bank and
won. But she was now swamped
with debts and finally sold her share
in the Black Queen for $25,000.

This money she used to finance
various prospecting trips and finally
opened a mine in Ouray, offering it
to a group of Eastern speculators for
$60,000. But before the deal could
go through, silver was demonitized
and a large part of her fortune van-
ished.

However, she still had enough to
live comfortably. Discouraged by
her failure to wring vast wealth from
the mountains, she turned to the re-
numbered pleasures of her youth
and began to travel. She spent a
great deal of time in Utah and was
intensely interested in the Mormons,
although thoroughly disapproving
of them.

Wherever she went men fell in

love with her and pursued her with
avowals. But Ellen was through
with men and love. She always car-
ried a gun, now, and there was a
cynical little curve to her beautiful
mouth.

Finally she returned to Colorado
and settled in Denver. After buying
a very attractive home, she pursued
a quiet life, gathering a circle of
friends around her.

But—never again was a man per-
mitted to threaten her way of life.
She was charming, pleasant and
friendly until an admiring male
launched into a declaration of his
affections. Then she would whirl
on him with her eyes cold and say,
“Do you see what | have here?”

The would-be lover’s glance would
drop to her hand bag and she would
open it to show the business end of
a gun.

It was not long before men avoided
any mention of the tender emotion
and Ellen at last achieved peace.

She lived through gracious, con-
tented years, remaining in Colorado
until her death, which occurred when
she was eighty-three.
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A topsy-turvy,

exciting romance

involving a

pugnacious little girl—a school-teacher who
can’'t spell— and a handsome young gambler-------

ET the yellow skunk, Karoly!
G Shoot low! The cheating so

and so! | saw him palm that
ace,” piped a childish voice, through
the stillness of late afternoon.

The teacher hurried to the school-
house doorway and looked out at an
amazing sight. A child of twelve,
perhaps, was pickaback, and the man
enduring it was anything but
pleased. Not only that but she was
choking him with her long black
braids.

Weak from laughing, another man
leaned against the schoolhouse,
watching.

Both were strangers to Nance
Bedell, the teacher, and were either
father and daughter, or brother and
sister; the latter, she guessed, as the
laughing man seemed very young.
She knew the victim.

“Stop that instantly! Let poor
Mr. Simpson go. The very ideal!”
gasped Nance, advancing fearlessly.

“The idea yourself,” cried the girl,
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a Kkiss should never be

hurried———.

taking another reef in her braids,
bringing out a squawk from her vic-
tim. “This scum was cheating and
I caught him at it.”

“Fran, Fran, stow your bellicose-
ness,” the young man drawled.

The girl turned an impish face,
lighted by laughter, as she met her
brother’s eyes; but she released her
victim, who ran down the street.
“Tell her what the damn------ % she
began, to have a silencing hand laid
over her lips in no gentle manner.

"You're talking to a lady, Fran,”
drawled her brother, his dancing
eyes plainly admiring as he looked
at the shocked teacher.

“What's a lady, Karoly,
young lives?” piped the imp.

He swept off his broad-brimmed
hat. “Are you the teacher? If you
are, Heaven help you, for I've got
to turn this hellcat over to you. It's
a rotten trick to play on any lovely
young lady, especially a dude, but
who am | to defy the law?”

in our
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Nance looked him over, her cool
gray eyes sparkling with anger. “You
ought to be ashamed, letting a mere
child swear and talk so.”

“Well,” he said with a graceful
shrug, “fix her so she won’'t. Undo
all I've done wrong. This is Frances
Varney, teacher, aged twelve. You
will have to figure out her grade for
yourself.”

“I'll examine her. | suspect she
is appallingly ignorant,” Nance said
freezingly. “Are you her father?”

“After a fashion,” he admitted.
“Mother died when she was born;
father was Kkilled in a gun battle
when she was three.”

“Well, bring her to school to-mor-
row before nine, unarmed. She can’'t
wear guns. The very idea!” Nance
added explosively.

“Oh, | bet you | can! 1 can shoot
them, too,” interrupted Fran fierily,
drawing the miniature six-guns from
the holsters and doing it with light-
ning rapidity for one so young.

“She means, half-pint, that you
aren’t allowed to wear them, not that
you don’'t know how,” the young man
corrected. “All right, teacher, I'll
disarm the lady, wash behind her
neck and ears------ Is there anything
else?” The young man’s hazel eyes
were as green as jade.

“No.” Nance turned a stiff back
on him and marched back up the
schoolhouse steps.

“Oh, yes, there is; | just remem-
bered,” came the voice behind her.
“1 almost forgot to tell you that you
are the most beautiful redhead 1
ever saw. That will take time, 1
suspect. You have so many admirable
features.”

“You're insolent!”

“No, ma’am, not at all. You have
lashes an inch long and curly, and
a dimple deep as------ Say, | reckon
a fellow’d like to put a kiss in that

dimple beside
mouth.”

Bang! went the schoolhouse door.

Inside it, Nance leaned against the
door and found she was shaking with
anger. Never, in her life, had she
met up with such an audacious young
man.

Slowly, she went to the window
and looked out. He saw her, was
expecting her, for he had waited.
His laughter came, like quicksilver,
and ran over his handsome, mocking
face as he kissed his hand to her.

“1 didn't tell you that there's a
dimple, too, under your chin, just
the right fit for---—--- "

Nance slammed down the window
on the rest of his sentence, slammed
down all of them and retreated to her
desk; but she could still see the
street up which he must go, since it
was the only street in the busy min-
ing town.

They were going up the street now
and the little girl swaggered just the
way her brother did, swung her hat
by the chin strap just as he did.
They were ridiculously alike with
their arrogant black heads and danc-
ing green eyes. Where had they
come from? Who were they? What
an awful little girl!

your pretty red

NANCE closed her desk and got
her hat. Now she had an excuse to
look in the mirror. She knew she
was pretty; every man at Gun River
had told her so for the last five
months. She had a tiny dent close to
the corner of her mouth, which
danced in and out in a distracting
way, as if her mouth wasn’'t lovely
enough without it to call attention.
Her hair was liquid amber and high-
lighted with red. Her eyes were the
gray of northern rain, with a touch
of ice about them which made a man
long to be the one to melt the ice
to the warmth indicated by the red
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in her hair. Karoly was right, too,
if that was his name; there was a
dimple at the base'of her throat
where a pulse beat like a captive
white bird.

Nance's eyes flashed and yet did
not warm. She crammed on the
stylish gray straw, picked up gray
gloves and purse and hurried out,
almost forgetting, in her agitation,
to lock her door.

Waiting for her, holding nettle-
some bay ponies in check, was Will
Masters, owner of the largest ranch
in the State. Nance had about made
up her mind she liked him well
enough to marry him when he should
ask. It was that or teach school for
the rest of her life.

Nance Bedell’s father had had un-
limited money once, but had lost it
and taken his life, leaving his only
child penniless. She had answered
an ad for a teacher for Gun River.
Not that she was particularly fitted,
but because it promised a living and
the school board was nonexistent,
so the job carried no examination if
the teacher brought references.

She had had the usual, rather use-
less city education and that was all.
She had carried off her lack by her
beauty, and hoped she.would be
asked to teach another year. After
all, she could teach the children to
read and write and do simple sums.
That was all miners’ children needed,
for they, like their fathers, would be
taking the Gun River local to the
mines each day, once they were past
school age.

“You look all pinked up, Nance,”
W ill Masters said admiringly, then
adided anxiously, “None of them lit-
tle varmints been pestering you, have
they?”

“No.” Nance sprang to the seat
of the buckboard as he held down
his hand to her and the bays dashed
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off. It was her week to stay at the
Masters’ ranch.

She boarded around; each parent,
in alphabetical order, kept the
teacher aweek. There were no chil-
dren at the Masters ranch at the pres-
ent, but there had been, so their name
had not been taken from the list, for
which Nance was glad.

Nance put her hand on Will's arm.
“Who's that man and girl?” she
added, indicating the willow-slim
man in black leathers, the child, in
miniature leathers like his, at his
side.

“That's Karoly Varney, who built
the Pecos Belle. He came to town a
few days back.”

“Oh!” Nance’'s tone was eloquent
and her curly head lifted. A com-
mon gambler and he had dared talk
to her about dimples, intimated he
might Kiss her sometime. Wouldn't
she squelch him to-morrow?

They passed the Pecos Belle now.
It did not look like a gambling house,
for it was built like the beautiful,
flat-roofed homes across the Rio
Grande. The windows had little,
iron-lace balconies and iron grilles
over the openings and the walls glis-
tened snowy white with many coats
of gypsum over the adobe.

Nance had thought how shameful
it was that the new building was not
a home instead of a gambling hell.
It was new, yet it did not look new,
fitting in as it did among the feath-
ery peppers and mimosas. Not a
tree had been chopped down. The
wings rambled in and out of the
trees and one great pepper tree domi-
nated an inner court, as Nance knew.
Wi ill had showed her through the
place when it was being built.

“That child ought to be taken away
from him,” Nance said explosively.

“Reckon so; but it might not be
healthy to try it. These green-eyed
guys ain’t so easy-going as they look.
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I've seen a couple in my time and,
get them stirred up, their plumb
poisonous,” Will said mildly.

No more was said as the ponies tore
down the trail toward the ranch nes-
tled at the foot of Gun Range. Nance
wished the middle-aged man beside
her had more audacity and fire,
though it was his very calmness
which had attracted her toward him,
and made her decide his ranch would
be a calm haven even for a city girl.
She was sick of cities.

AT THE END of afive-mile drive,
the ponies dashed down a lane,
fringed with quaking aspens, to a
pleasant ranch house built of the
stone from the mountains, whose
shadows lay long over the entire
ranch at this hour of the day.

When Nance came out of her room
and joined the family below stairs
she found that a stranger was at the
table, between “Mom" Masters and
Kate, the tall, handsome sister of
Will.

It was Cody Masters, Will and
Kate’'s brother, home from his wan-
derings. His bold, black eyes told
Nance what W ill's mild, brown ones
feared to say—that she was a beauty.

“Reckon I'll have to hang around
awhile,” he said impudently. “First
time we ever raised much at Gun
Ranch except stone.”

“Cody,” Mom said mildly, beaming
at her dashing youngest.

“It's so, isn't it, Katy? By the
way, what you all het up over?”

“There’s a big dance and house-
warming at the Pecos Belle,” Kate
said, her black eyes blazing with
excitement. “We’'re all invited and
going.”

“You mean nice people like you
folks will go to the Pecos Belle?”
gasped Nance.

“Lands, no, not after to-night!
We got to go to the dance,” ex-

plained Mom. “It's a courtesy we
extend to new builders, and partly
curiosity, too,” she admitted. “The
Pecos Belle opens to-morrow night
and then womenfolks won’t go there
again.”

“Kate's already got her eye on Var-
ney. Means to reform him,” Will
said slyly.

Kate's handsome face Hushed, and
her eyes sparkled with indignation.

“Will Masters, you've always had
a decent chance or who knows you
might have had to gamble to support
yourself and family,"”

“Will ain't got the hands for it,”
sneered Cody, looking at his broth-
er's huge, work-hardened hands.
“What'll teacher do when it is her
turn to stay at Varney’s?”

“Stay at Varney’s?" gasped Nance.
“You mean——ii

“Cody’s just teasing you," Mom
said hastily. “What are you girls
going to wear to the dance? | hear
there’s a real city orchestra come
down from Denver to play, and city
food, too.”

“1 don't think I'll go,” Nance said
faintly.

“Oh, but you’'ll have to, Nance,”
Kate cried, in horror. “The teacher
couldn’t stay away. It'd be an insult.
Gun River's awfully touchy about
its manners, even if it will snub the
Varneys to-morrow.”

“Here I've been plumb figuring on
dancing with a real city girl that
knows how to shake a foot same’s |
do, city fashion,” Cody said win-
ningly. “I'll keep the bold, bad gam-
bler away.”

“No shenanigans, Cody,” ordered
Mom. “I declare though, I'm right
glad you're here, now that that Ace
gang has taken up its home back
in the range. Every one is sure they
got their eye on the ore trains pull-
ing out of here every month.”

The girls went away to dress, after
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the dishes were done and the huge
kitchen in order, the table set for
breakfast.

Nance, in shimmering black lace,
a gold ribbon at her belt, another
fastening her curls, gold slippers on
her slim feet, was dressed first. Kate
tried first a yellow, then a blue, and
finally decided on a pink dress, man-
aging to look like a sweetheart rose,
Nance decided enviously, wishing
she had black hair, instead of curls
the color of amber honey.

Mom went with the young folks as
a matter of course, riding in front
with Will, while Cody and the two
girls squeezed into the back seat
of the double buckboard.

THEY WHIRLED up the long
wing of the Pecos Belle. Windows
were open to the soft spring air and
music poured out. The girls talked
excitedly as they left their wraps
in a room down the hall and joined
the men.

Quite naturally, Cody swung
Nance out on the floor, Will follow-
ing with his sister, while Mom and
a miner, in his Sunday best, joined
the dancing throng.

Nance’'s glance picked out Karoly
at once, dancing with his young sis-
ter, and noted that they danced per-
fectly together, though the child’s
head came just to his heart.

Cody scowled as his eyes fell on
their host. “Well, I'll be jiggered!
I've seen that duffer before. He
used to run a big gambling place on
the border, until he got run out.”

“Sh-h!  You're his guest now,”
warned Nance nervously, wondering
why Cody did not look straight at
her while he talked of his host. If
he’'d been one of her pupils she'd
have been sure he was lying. But
she was willing to believe anything
of the audacious young scamp,
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Karoly, who had talked so boldly to
her a few hours before.

“Your word’s law, lovely,” Cody
said meekly, clasping her tighter.

Nance was glad when the music
stopped. She saw young Fran dis-
appear through a rear archway.
Then Karoly was standing before
her, smiling sleepily.

“Is this my dance?” he asked, soft
mockery shimmering in his eyes.

“No. It belongs to Mr. Will
Masters,” Nance said coldly.

“My error! | thought the host
had second choice.” He bowed
again, left her and went to Mom and
Kate. An instant later he was danc-
ing with Kate.

Will was nowhere in sight and
Nance stayed close to Mom until the
dance was half over, shaking her
head at clamoring partners. Will
showed up at last, looked delighted
to find she wasn’t dancing, and car-
ried her away onto the floor.

Wi ill was a kindly gentleman but a
horrible dancer.

Karoly knew by now that Nance
had lied to him about having the sec-
ond dance. It seemed that Gun River
ethics gave the host the second dance
with any girl in the place and she
had violated those ethics. She'd
have to apologize, she supposed,
when he asked her again.

Kate was back, flushed and smil-
ing. “It's like dancing with liquid
lightning to dance with Karoly Var-
ney,” she whispered. “I thought sure

he’d dance with you first. You're
so beautiful.”
Nance shook her head. She

wouldn’'t spoil Kate's pleasure by
telling her he had asked her first,
or reveal her own rudeness in refus-
ing him.

Partners came thick and fast now
for both girls, keeping Nance espe-
cially busy. But Karoly did not ask
her again. At the dance before sup-
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per, they were on the same set and
the caller howled, “Dance your lady
the length of the hall.” It was Ka-
roly who fell to Nance’s lot for the
breathless swing down the long
room.

His sparkling green eyes were
half hidden by his long, silky lashes
as he drawled, “Too bad! The caller
didn’'t know, | reckon, how badly you
didn’'t want to dance with me.” He
drew her closer, until their bodies
seemed to flow together liquidly and
she could feel the ripple of silken
muscles in Karoly’s long, slim body.
Kate was right, he was a superb
dancer, but his words had driven
away all thoughts of an apology.

He turned her deftly for the swing
back to their set and his smooth,
warm cheek was pressed against hers
for a moment. Then they were back
in the circle. She hadn’'t found a
word to say.

There was supper, bountiful and
varied, which she shared sitting be-
tween Will and Cody. Kate sat with
their host at the far end of the long
table.

Then the evening was over, for
dawn was pinking the east.

Nance ran up the long hall, the
last one to get her wraps.

The kerosene lamp had gone out
in the long hall to the room where
her cape was hung, and, running
swiftly, she collided with some one
who either did not see her or else
made no effort to get out of her way.
She felt herself seized and held up
off the floor between hands like steel.
A possessive mouth touched her
petal-soft lips, then clung as though
the sample had made him hungry for
more.

For amoment Nance's world spun,
as her lips parted under the demand
- of the unknown’s. Before she had
recovered from her surprise and
could protest, she forgot that she

had wanted to. Such an ecstasy had
seized her as she had never known;
excitement mingled with joy and
fear, then surrender to the inevitable
and dangerous.

She was set on her feet. Then
there was a soft breathless laugh of
excitement, the slam of a door and
Nance was alone.

She stumbled to the door of the
coat room, fumbled for her cape,
found it because it was the only
wrap left on the rack, and put it
around her. Her hands shook as she
turned the high collar up around her
head so it hid her bruised, red mouth.
She went down the hall again and
out into the glory of the sunrise,
pausing a moment in the white arch-
way to look for her party.

Cody came forward, breathing
rather fast. Conviction seized her
that he had been the one who had
caught her in the hall and kissed her
as she had not known one could be
kissed. Then she saw Karoly Var-
ney standing beside the buckboard.
His smile was mocking and trium-
phant.

Nance hoped he would lift her to
the high seat; then she would know
whether it had been his hands which
had held her in a vise while he kissed
her into ecstasy and surrender. But
he stepped aside and Will Masters
lifted her into the seat.

Cody took his seat beside her and
they whirled into the trail, the dawn
painting a pathway of rose, out. of
the dust.

“Nance showed more sense than
you did, Kate. She didn’t dance once
with Varney,” Cody said, in triumph.
“She was the only girl who didn't
fall down and kowtow to his Satanic
majesty.”

“1 can't see why you call him that,”
protested Kate. “He is a perfect
gentleman and has to make his liv-
ing somehow. Seems to me our for-
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tune was founded through grand-
dad’s expert use of the long rope.”

“Every one rustled in those days,”
Cody said carelessly, and the subject
was dropped.

Nance would not admit she was
disappointed because Karoly had
taken her snub so literally. If it
hadn't been for the last few minutes,
though, the dance would have been
boring. Strangely enough the Kiss
had redeemed it. It was that kind.
Even if she never found out who
had given it to her, it would still
glow against her heart like a pre-
cious jewel. But she'd find out some
way. There'd been no trace of in-
sult in it, just a joyous meeting of
lips that seemed to belong together.

GOOD THING to-day was Fri-
day, with school out at three instead
of four, for she had to change from
lace dress to divided skirt and shirt
and riding boots, get her breakfast
and start back over the trail to town.

She had tied a glowing orange
scarf about her neck, hiding her
throat and vagrant dimple (though
she wouldn’'t admit it) from auda-
cious green eyes. She rode Flipper,
the mate to Kate's gray, to town and
school this day.

Neither Karoly nor his sister
showed up, and the short day turned
long. It meant she would have to
visit the living quarters of the Pecos
Belle to learn why Fran had not ap-
peared, for she served not only as
teacher but truant officer in the little
town.

After the day had dragged till two,
it raced to three. Pieces had been
spoken, songs sung with haste, it
seemed, and Nance was free to saddle
Flipper and ride toward the Pecos
Belle.

It droused in the warm sunlight,
mwhite walls, flat roofs and grilled
windows giving no outward sign of
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its purpose. She left her horse at
the rear at the hitching rail and
lifted the heavy knocker on the door
which seemed to lead to the living
quarters.

KAROLY himself opened the
door, curly black hair rumpled, eyes
more gold than green for an instant,

before they were veiled. “Oh, it's
teacher. Do come in, miss,” he
drawled.

“l came to see why your sister
didn’t come to school to-day,” Nance
said stiffly, making no move to enter.

“My reasons are quite lengthy and
you might prefer to hear them with-
out danger of others hearing, too,”
Karoly drawled. “They have mainly
to do with your qualifications.”

Nance entered hurriedly and sat
down in the nearest chair, sure her
ears had deceived her. “You said
my—my qualifications?” she stut-
tered angrily.

“Why, yes. | am quite particular
what Fran learns,” the gambler said,
dropping into a near-by chair and
locking long, slender hands about his
knee.

“Especially profanity,” Nance said
tartly, but her cheeks reddened and
her eyes grew frightened. It mat-
tered so much now that the town
renew her contract for the com-
ing fall. She couldn’'t leave until
she knew the truth of last night's
adventure.

“Good wholesome profanity isn't
the worst thing in life,” drawled her
tormenter. “There’'s also a matter
of the teacher’s personal character.”
he paused.

“No one can say a thing against my
character,” said Nance, springing to
her feet.

He looked up at her. “Do sit down
until I've finished, because good
manners insist | stand up if you do.”
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"1*11 go; then you can lie down
for all 1 care,” said Nance.

His hand flashed out, caught her
and put her back into her chair.

“Usually I am obeyed,” he said, his
voice like a knife under silk. *“Last
night, my dear teacher, you refused
to dance with me, though common
courtesy demanded that that one
night in a gambler’s life he could
choose his partner, one of his
guests.”

“So you take out your petty spite
on me by questioning my ability and
character?” demanded Nance, flush-
ing crimson.

An answering flush crept up Ka-
roly’s lean cheek. “You might be
right in calling it spite, if it weren't
for something | saw in the dark hall
off the dance hall,” he said steadily.
“It happened | had been in the dark-
ness long enough, trying to make
the lamp burn, so | could see like a
cat. | saw you running down the
hall, a light-footed Atlanta------ "

“Oh,” whispered Nance, white-
lipped.

“Yes, | saw you being kissed and
not protesting at all, though the man
was a stranger to you,” purred Ka-
roly, his eyes pure green. “Now
what, Miss Teacher, have you to
say to that? Gun River is quite
touchy about its teacher’s morals, |
understand. After to-night | shall,
as owner of a gambling hall, become
declasse. Why should | be lonely,
knowing what |1 do about you?”

“Oh, you're lower than | thought!
You'd take advantage of what you
saw?” gasped Nance, paling.

Karoly rose to his feet. “No, you
poor little fool. Run along. You
can't undo what Fran already knows,
thank the gods of the lost tribes!”

Nance got to her feet, white-
lipped. “I insist you tell me what
you plan to do with your informa-
tion. | suppose you won't believe

I couldn’'t help myself? That who-
ever it was took me by surprise?
That if you tell it around I'll lose
my school?”

Karoly nodded. “It shall be our
secret,” he promised, twin devils
dancing in his eyes, or so it seemed
to the overwrought girl.

Nance looked at him in horror.
“You mean you will take advantage
of what you---—--- ”

“Would I not?” he said, his laugh-
ter mocking. “But in this case, no!
You do not attract me, you see.” He
opened the heavy door and bowed.
“Fran will be at school to-morrow.
I trust this will be a lesson to you.”

Nance fled past him, shaking with
hatred.

Behind her the gambler carefully
closed the door, then looked at his
long, clever gambler's hands. They
were shaking and his eyes looked
sick. “But you made her despise you
and that's what you set out to do,”
he said harshly, his lips thin with
pain.

NANCE RODE blindly toward
the mountains. It was the next day,
in the afternoon, yet she had not for-
gotten yesterday’s experience, when
a gambler had taken her to task for
allowing a stranger to kiss her. Al-
lowing? Maybe it had looked like
it and, after her first surprise and
resentment, she hadn’'t tried to es-
cape. Karoly had not thought her
fit to teach his sister.

Her cheeks burned with shame at
the thought. It had been constantly
with her through a long night.
Nance kicked the gray into a lope,
left the Masters’ spread behind and
began the climb.

By and by her troubled mind
calmed.

She was halfway to the summit of
the first mountain when a pinon
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squirrel leaped from an overhanging
rock onto the nose of her horse. He
reared, squealing with fright, nearly
unseating his rider, then broke into
a mad run, leaping at right angles
to the trail, clearing bushes and
rocks.

Nance desperately pulled leather,
as her mount sailed over a mass of
mesquite, landing with a jolt in a
tiny clearing, where he proceeded to
buck his rider clear over another
bank of the same shrub. Nance
landed, stunned, in a tiny, hidden
canyon. She sat up, her head spin-
ning, and looked around. Far down
and rapidly retreating, she heard the
hoofbeats of her pony, evidently
homeward bound. Here it was silent
except for the chatter of pinon squir-
rels and the musical sound of failing
water.

Limping, Nance went around a
rock fall and came out on the edge
of a pool, made by water gushing
out of the rock high over her head
and falling in a silver veil. Through
the water Nance could see greenery
and rocks. Pictures reflected in the
clear water, she decided. Then she
turned and found that the rocks
back of her alone should be reflected.
So there was something beyond the
veil of water.

Her bruises forgotten, Nance
stepped through the thin veil and
found herself in another canyon,
opening beyond the waterfall. Push-
ing aside the bushes Nance looked
around. There was a hole in the
rocks and before it lay a skeleton
bleaching in the sun.

It was a man’s skeleton and Nance
whitened. A warning whir from the
rocks made her leap backward
through the falls. She fell full
length into the pool. When she
gained the grass she was wet from
head to heels and had lost her hat in

that hidden place, guarded by dead
men and rattlesnakes.

Shuddering, Nance dashed through
the mesquite screen, careless of lurk-
ing mother sidewinders, across the
gully and through the second screen.
She came out, dripping and pant-
ing, on a faint path made by ani-
mals on their way to water.

The trail led down and she went
in fear and trembling, expecting
every minute to meet a mountain lion
or some other wild animal. She
came at last to a real trail made re-
cently. She limped down this, know-
ing it must lead somewhere eventu-
ally.

It led around a huge rock and
voices stopped her in her tracks. She
waited, glad there were human be-
ings near, but afraid to show herself
until she was sure they were people
who could help her.

“Time Ace and the Kid were show-
ing up,” growled a voice. “If we
make our plans to hold up the ex-
press, we only got a few hours.”

“Ace is a fool to take that Kid
along everywhere he goes. She's
likely to shoot off her mouth some-
time.”

“Ace’ll keep her mouth shut.”

Nance fearfully worked her way
back along the trail in the opposite
direction, careful that not so much
as a single pebble rolled under her
boot heels. Renegades, the “Ace of
Spades’ " gang, about whom all Gun
River range was stirred up------

Then she heard horses’ hoofs com-
ing rapidly. Before she could find
a hiding place on this barren spot
in the trail, they swept around a
rock. The man in the lead was Ka-
roly Varney." Following him was
Fran.

Nance gasped, her thoughts racing.
Ace and the “Kid.” Here they were
on their way to a rendezvous with
the renegades. He would hold up her
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misadventure in the dark hall as a
threat over her head, would he?

KAROLY reined in his powerful
black stallion and looked at Nance,
his face a mask as he took in the
drenched figure, shirt torn by thorns,
curls in wild disorder.

“Fancy meeting you here,” he
drawled. “Is it city style to go
walking in the mountains? Or was
it swimming in the mountains?”

“My horse bucked me off,” Nance

said coldly. “I was just on my way
down.”

“We were back-tracking your
horse then. He went by too quickly

for us to catch him.” Karoly’s voice
was equally cold now. “I thought
it was Kate who had been thrown,
but might have known no horse
would throw a magnificent horse-
woman like her. It would be a dude
school-teacher.”* He leaned down.
“Good thing Widow Maker has car-
ried double before.”

“You don't mean----- " began
Nance, flushing.

“l mean we're packing you home
before you get into mischief.” Ka-
roly caught her around the waist and
lifted Nance in front of him. “Back-
track, corporal,” he ordered, and
Fran whirled her horse and led the
way up the trail.

“But your gang is waiting for you,
Ace,” Nance said recklessly. “I lis-
tened to them from behind a rock.
They were getting terribly impatient
for Ace and the Kid to show up.”

“Is that so0?” Karoly's voice
sounded startled.

“Yes, it is! And you dared scold
me because some man grabbed me
and kissed me,” spluttered Nance,
“when you are only using the Pecos
Belle for a blind for your operations
as leader of that gang of renegades.
I happened to hear, too, that you
plan to hold up the gold train.”

“Oh, is that so?” he repeated, los-
ing his studied calm. “Just where
is this rendezvous you stumbled
upon?”

Nance shook her head. “No, you
don’t. You know it as well as | do.”

“] see. | wanted to find out if you
could back-track, but you can't, so
we're safe.” He reined in the black
and looked back up the trail care-
fully, nodded and put him in motion

again. “Takes a dude to get bucked
off and gum things.”

“Don't let me keep you,” said
Nance. “Put me down and I'll walk.
I'd rather.”

“No doubt, but you're eight miles
from the Masters’ gate, so I'll play
the gallant and see you home.” His

arm tightened until Nance gasped
under the steely pressure.
Determinedly, she changed the

subject. “What did you call your
horse?”

“Widow Maker,” he said, his voice
crisp.

“Why such a crazy name?”

“It isn't crazy. That's what he is.
He was an outlaw until | gentled
him. He’s still an outlaw if any one
else tries to ride him. How many
of my gang were waiting for me?”
he asked abruptly.

Nance thought hard, curly head
bent. Should she tell him she hadn’t
looked at them? No. As long as she
knew his secret, hers was safe.

“Half a dozen,” she said carelessly.
“l don't see how even you would

take a child among them. If it's
the last thing | do, I'll see that she
is taken away from you.”

“You will? How nice. And the
little matter of your letting strangers
kiss you in dark halls?” Karoly
purred.

“Oh! As if my knowing you are

the infamous Ace of Spades isn't
enough to keep you still,” gasped
Nance.
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"You’'d have to prove it, you know,
teacher. By the way you do have
a hame, don'tyou?” he asked provok-
ingly.

“Certainly. It is Miss Bedell.”

“My mother’s name was Dell, Mary
Dell,” Karoly said oddly. “Well,
Miss Bee-Dell, let me whisper a
sweet nothing into that shell-like
ear. It'll be unhealthy, oh, very, for
you to so much as think of Ace and
the Kid again, let alone tell any one
about them.”

“Are you daring to threaten me?”
gasped Nance.

“Just telling you, teacher.” Ka-
roly grinned. “You might find your-
self carried away by my men if they
heard you prattled, and Gun River,
good as it is, has ears that listen for
tattling and get it back to the right
place.”

“And you wouldn't stop them?”
asked Nance appalled.

“Why should 1?7 We aren’t
friends, never could be friends. |
only look out for my friends. Now
if you were Kate------ @ He paused
tormentingly.

“Keep Kate's name out of your
mouth,” raged Nance. “You keep
away from her, too, or I'll have to
tell her------ "

. Karoly buried his fingers in her
damp curls and jerked her head back
against his shoulders, so he could
look down into her face.

“Whisper, even whisper one word
of your knowledge and your life
won't be worth a plugged peso.
Swear to keep still!”

Tears sprang to Nance's eyes from
the pain of her pulled hair, but she
asked spunkily, “And if | don’t?”

“Don’t make me tell you. 1 think
you know,” he said, his voice rough.
“Swear to keep still? Swear by your
father's memory.”

“Yes,” whispered Nance, scared.
“Yes, | swear to keep still.” She

was freed and sat up, drawing a long,
shaken breath. “If you knew how
low and awful | think you are, you
train robber!”

“l can imagine. You don't pull
your punches any,” Karoly said
dryly. “Well, 1 hope the gang
doesn’t get tired of waiting for me
to take you home. They might dis-
band for the day and spoil our hold-
up of the train.”

Nance was stunned to silence by
his audacity. She knew she
shouldn't have sworn to keep still,
but she was afraid to do anything
else. Never, in her arrogant young
life, had any man so frightened her.
Never had she found one of his age
that she couldn’t bend to her own
sweet will.

WIDOW MAKER danced along
the trail, shying at blowing things.
They reached the last slope into the
valley in silence. Fran was riding
ahead, out of hearing, and Nance
marveled at her lack of curiosity.

Now she reined in and rode back,
Karoly pulled Widow Maker to a
walk.

“Some one is coming.
there were two at first,”
briefly.

“0O. K., bid,” Karoly said, giving
her shoulder a pat. “Good work.”

At that moment a rider galloped
around a turn in the trail and came
toward them. It was Cody, riding
hard. Nance almost sobbed with
relief.

He reined in beside the blacks.
“Nance! Then you're all right?
Good thing you happened along,
Varney. Want to ride on back with
me, Nance?”

“Yes, oh, yes,” Nance said rag-
gedly. "I've—I've held up Mr. Var-
ney and his sister long enough.”

Cody rode closer and lifted Nance
from Karoly's. unresisting arms.

I thought
she said
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“Thanks, Varney.” He touched his
bay with his heel. It dashed off
down the trail before Nance could
thank her other rescuers, if she had
meant to.

Even with Cody’s arm around her,
she could still feel Karoly’s steellike
grip of her waist.

“1 never was so glad to see any
one in my life as | was to see you,”
Nance declared rashly. “That awful
gambler!”

“Thanks for not liking him. 1
thought you acted awfully pleased
to see me.” Cody kissed the little
curls bobbing on the nape of Nance's
neck. “I don’t need to tell you I'm
mad about you, do I, lovely?”

“Are you?” Nance turned, her
heart beating unsteadily, and looked
at him. He bent over her eagerly.

If he kissed her she’d know
whether it had been he or not. Now
that she knew for sure that the
wicked, thin line that was the gam-
bler's mouth had not sullied hers,
it had to be Cody. There hadn't been
too many strangers at the dance, and
only two who would have dared go
so far.

Cody’s eager lips were almost on
Nance’'s when a shot blasted his ex-
pensive white sombrero from his
head.

Nance made a grab for
caught it as it sailed past.

Cursing wildly, Cody jerked out
his guns and blazed away. Rocks
lined each side of the trail, so that
an army could have hidden along
there. But he picked the exact spot
and fifed deliberately, getting a sigh-
ing moan as a result.

“Got him,” he said, satisfied, and
spurred the bay into headlong flight.
“I'll drop you at the gate and go
back and bury the body, if the buz-
zards don’t get there first.”

Nance shuddered. “Who could it
have been?” she asked.

it and

“Some one who didn’'t want me to
kiss you,” Cody said flatly. “Well,
it is a pleasure deferred. Besides, |
want to take my time. A Kiss should
never be hurried.”

Then it was Cody who had kissed
her, for there’d been no hurry about
that long, leisurely Kiss in the dark
hall.

“Oughtn’'t we to go back and see?”
stammered Nance, dizzy with the
thought that it had been some one
she could learn to love.

“No, the mountains are bristling
with armed gunmen. The gold from
up in the Gun Range mines is their
objective. You mustn’'t ride alone
into the mountains ever again,” com-
manded Cody.

“Oh, I won't. | promise you.”
Nance said eagerly. “What do you
know about this gang?”

“Only hearsay. It is headed by a
guy called the Ace of Spades. His
sidekick is a girl, called the Kid,”
Cody said easily.

“Did you ever see this Ace?”
Nance asked breathlessly.

“No. But | understand he is a
handsome chap, a real heartbreaker
and very romantic.” Cody laughed.
“Here you are, sweet. I'll go back
and see what damage I've done.” He
set Nance down beside the gate into
the lane and was away again.

NANCE looked after him. Al-
ready he was far up the trail, the
sun flashing on the red sides of the
bay. Suddenly a thought came to
her that turned her white and sick.
Suppose it had been Karoly who had
been shot. It would be like Karoly's
devilish sense of humor to shoot
Cody’s hat off.

Her fingers closed on the top bar
of the gate and the pleasant scene
dipped and whirled, while sweat
burst out on her forehead and wet
her hair. “Oh, Lord, no,” she whis-
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pered, then gasped at what her
prayer revealed. She cared about
Karoly’s well-being. He'd mocked
her, insulted her, done everything to
make her hate him, and yet, when the
thought of harm to him came, it hurt
her like a knife turning in her breast.

“Nance, where's Flipper? Why
are you afoot?” Kate came running
down the lane.

“Didn’t she come home? But Cody
came hunting for me,” Nance said,
in surprise.

“Oh, then he hobbled her some-
where along the way,” Kate said re-
lievedly. “You weren't hurt? What
happened? You look all in.”

“l am. Flipper threw me up in
tile mountains. A squirrel jumped
on his head. The gambler and his
sister came along and brought me to
within a short distance. Then Cody
came along and brought me the rest
of the way. As we rode along, some

one shot Cody’s hat off. He shot
back and hit whoever it was. He’s
gone to see,” Nance explained

tiredly, wetting her lips.

“The gambler? You mean Karoly
Varney?” Kate asked smilingly.
“Thank Heaven you don’t like him.
I wouldn’t have a chance if you
did.”

“Kate! A Masters wouldn't marry
a gambler,” Nance said, in a strained
voice.

“But Karoly said last night that
he was getting sick of his way of
living, that when he saw what a
home his plans had made of the Pe-
cos Belle, he was tempted to turn it
into a real home, only he hadn't the
money,” Kate explained eagerly.
“You know father left me a lot of
mining stock in the EI d'Or. It
would keep my husband and me all
the rest of our lives, if we lived at
the Pecos Belle.”

Nance nodded, her face pale. Kate
would go, with full hands, to her
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husband. Already caring for Karoly,
she didn't mind that he was a gam-
bler. Nance hadn’'t a cent besides
her small salary.

“Fran, his little sister, needs some
one like you,” Nance said gener-
ously. “Sooner or later some one
will take her away from her brother
if he doesn't marry and quit gam-
bling.”

“l1 know. That's what he’s afraid
of,” Kate murmured thoughtfully.

Sudden, hot jealousy surged
through Nance, that Kate should
know all of Karoly’s hopes and plans
and fears. Then reason returned.
She was silly. It was Cody she must
think about, Cody who stirred her,
whose kiss had made her heart beat
hard in her ears.

Kate looked sideways at Nance,
noting her silence and evident ex-
haustion. “Cody should have
brought you to the house,” she cried
indignantly.

“He did just right,” Nance de-
fended him warmly. “The man he
shot might have been dying. | know
that he wouldn’t see even a renegade
suffer from lack of care.”

Kate hesitated, then spoke impul-
sively, “Nance, don’t get to liking
Cody too much. He's my brother,
but you're such an innocent little
dude and not used to Cody’s kind.
He’swild and always in scrapes. I've
heard dad, before he died, wish that
Cody might die before he brought
disgrace upon Mom and me.”

“How awful,” said Nance, trying
to picture gay, handsome Cody dead,
and shuddering away from the
thought of any one dying.

Kate sighed, having gone as far
as loyalty to her own brother per-
mitted.

CODY did not return and the
ranch house grew quiet, as early bed-
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time descended for the revelers who
had danced until dawn the day be-
fore.

Nance couldn’t sleep, but sat late
at her window, watching down the
trail for Cody. Suppose he ran into
the Ace gang and was killed. Sup-
pose it had been the young gambler
who had been Kkilled.

She fell asleep at last, at her post.
She wakened in gray dawn, chilled
to the bone and stiff, to crawl into
her bed, her questions unanswered.
She slept from sheer exhaustion,
until Kate called her for breakfast.

Cody did not appear for breakfast,
but no one mentioned the fact. He
was still missing when the Masters
and their guest left for church in
Gun River. It was the one Sunday
in the month when the circuit rider
came.

Nance peeped slyly at the Pecos
Belle as they passed it on their way
to the schoolhouse. It basked like
a sleepy white cat in the sunshine,
and the grilled windows failed to
answer her questions.

Unable to think of Fran alone,
while Karoly might lie dead at
Cody’s hand, Nance slipped away in
the rush of neighbor greeting neigh-
bor, and went to the Pecos Belle to
lift the great knocker of the big
rear door.

An Indian answered the knocking.

Nance could scarcely make her
voice get out the question, “The lit-
tle girl?”

"Humph! Her go to church, hear
about White Father,” he grunted.

“Thank you.” Nance fairly ran
from the piercing black eyes of the
Indian, expecting every minute to
hear Karoly’s mocking laughter.

She entered the schoolhouse, dis-
mayed at the length of time it had
taken her, and slipped into a seat in
the rear, while all were on their feet
for the first song. The wind was

sweet with the spicy fragrance of
pepper trees as it swept through the
schoolhouse, and it seemed to go
through Nance’s heart, too, easing it.
Fran wouldn’t be at church if her
brother were dead, the Indian’s
words had told her. Life seemed
very pleasant now, to the girl in
white organdy, a wide white hat
drooping over her lovely face, little
bright curls dancing on her white
neck.

Her neighbor offered her half of
a hymn book and she took it, then
nearly dropped it as her gray glance
raced from the slender, graceful
hand up to the young gambler’s face
above it.

He knew she had had no idea of
the identity of her seat mate. He
could tell it from her face, which
paled and flushed, though afterward
people were to remind each other
how she had come to sit beside him
that morning.

But this morning, as Karoly’'s voice
rose clear and strong, and people
turned to look at the teacher and the
gambler singing from the same book,
only one thought was in each mind:
“Miss Nance was a nice little thing
not to shy away from the man she
had had to sit beside, due to the
crowd. Full of the milk of human
kindness, she was, just as teachers
should be.”

They sat down and the circuit
rider's sermon began.

Karoly had taken a small pad out
of his pocket and was writing some-
thing. Nance felt him push the pa-
per into her lap. Unwillingly she
looked down at it.

“Why,” he had written, “did you
look as though 1'd been raised from
the dead?”

Nance bit her red lip, of a mind
to ignore his impudence, then re-
lented. The dimple nearest the
gambler winked in and out as she
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wrote wickedly, “I thought you were
shot and killed by Cody, after you
shot off his hat when he went to kiss
me. | thought you were probbably
buried by now.”

Karoly grinned and canceled one
of the bs in probbably and scrawled,
“Aren’t you the kissingest thing?”
He pocketed the pad when he saw,
by her color, that she had read it.

Another late-comer came in and
crowded into the seat beside her,
so Nance was forced to move closer
to Karoly. She sat very still then,
conscious of his shoulder pressing
hers. He had to sit sideways to keep
from crushing Fran against the wall,
so he dropped his arm along the back
of the seat and it lay there all during
the service, burning through her thin
gown, it seemed to Nance. She won-
dered why, since he hated her so

“Damn!” This being
a dude school-teacher

wasn’'t the fun some
people seemed to
think!

bitterly, he turned toward her in-
stead of his sister.

“That's a damn long time to sit
still,” Fran announced, in her clear
treble, when the lengthy service was
over, and people, who had thought
kindly of the young gambler for
bringing his sister to church, now
frowned upon him.

Kate came hurrying up. “We'd
like to get better acquainted with
Frances. Couldn’'t she come to din-
ner with us? We brought ours to
eat in the grove,”

“Sorry, | have oth”r plans for her.
Another time if you will.”

Nance, illogically felt pleased that
he refused Kate a favor. It made
his direct unkindness toward her less
hurtful.

He stalked away through the
crowd already moving toward the
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grove between the schoolhouse and
the cemetery, Fran taking catch
steps to keep up with him.

Nance glanced after him nerv-
ously. She felt sure the Indian
would tell him she had been to the
Pecos Belle, on what, Karoly would
be sure, was a flimsy excuse. She
remembered the word she had mis-
spelled and grew crimson. Spelling
was not her strong point.

THERE WERE two wedding
ceremonies to sit through and a
funeral sermon, though the actual
burial had been two weeks before;
then they could go home. During
the visiting after the last eulogy of
the dead, Nance slipped away and
strolled down a path to the rear gate
of the cemetery and leaned there,
looking toward the mountains. She
felt lonely and unhappy for some
reason.

Hard-ridden horses came down the
trail. Karoly and Fran Varney raced
by on their blacks and turned to-
ward the mountains. What was their
business at this late hour? Nance
wished she could be riding with them
or with Cody, into the purple haze
creeping up the mountainside. She
watched until she could no longer
see the flaming scarlet of Fran’'s
blouse, then turned and made her
way back to the Masters’ group.

As she reached there, the station
agent came rushing up the street.
“Holdup of the gold train from the
El d’Or mines,” he panted. “The
engineer just walked in for help.
We gotta ride, men! The varmints
are headed by a slim feller in a black
mask, with a white ace of spades cut
into it, and a boy kid in a red silk
shirt.”

Nance felt the ground sway under
her feet. Then Kate's hand gripped
her arm hard. “Let's get Mom and
travel. Will will borrow a horse

from the livery stable and ride with
the men.” She fairly tumbled her
protesting mother in the back seat
of the surry to which Will had been
hitching the bays when the news
came. By the time Nance could get
into the front with Kate, she was
up and drawing the long whip out of
the holder. She sent it hissing over
the ponies and they broke into a mad
run for home.

“What's the rush, Kate?” Nance
asked, trying to make her voice
sound natural.

“l want to get the news to Cody
if he’'s home, so he can ride with
them,” Kate said loudly, then
dropped her voice. “l saw Karoly
and Fran ride past the back gate,
headed away from the tracks. Fran
had on ared shirt and the dumb men
are just fools enough to lay the
blame to them. As though Karoly
would take Fran into danger. He
worships her.”

The ponies were fresh and ate up
the miles. Now far up the trail both
girls could see two horses coming
fast. Kate grew ghastly. “They've
swung around, to be seen coming
from the mountains. But it won't
work. Karoly came to town right
after the Ace gang was rumored in
the mountains. Gun River’s narrow
minds will make a mountain out of
the coincidence. You get out at the
gate and head them off. We've got
to get a different-colored shirt on
Fran and their horses rubbed down
and cooled off, before any of the
posse stop here on some excuse or
other.”

She looked back at her mother,
tranquilly dozing through the wild
ride, and said loudly, “I'll take Mom
on to the house if you insist on walk-
ing. | never saw such a girl for exer-
cise.”

There was nothing for Nance to
do but get down and obey. So, with
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Mom awake and protesting against
the teacher walking up the dusty
lane in her white shoes, the buck-
board rocketed down the lane toward
the house.

Nance reluctantly planted herself
in the middle of the trail and the
two riders were forced to stop.

“You are to come up to the house
for supper and Kate will not take
no,” she said firmly, though she
flushed under the gambler’s question-
ing look. “Fran, | have a pretty blue
blouse which is just a shade too small
for me, and new. | thought you
could try it on while you were here.
Don’t you want to?”

Fran enthusiastically accepted,
while her brother studied Nance's
flushed face. Then he leaned down,
caught her about the waist and lifted
her up on Widow Maker.

“1 think 1 know the plot,” he said
dryly. “You've heard of the train
robbery and think we’re fresh from
the scene.”

“Kate is the one who wants to save
you from possible suspicion, or get-
ting your neck stretched,” Nance
said, in a low, bitter tone. “She
hasn't any idea | saw you riding from
the direction of the railroad, headed
for the mountains.”

“And you, my wise little dude, are
sure we are caught red-handed,
headed off from our hide-out, by the
posse who got between us and it,”
jeered Karoly.

Nance turned and looked at him,
almost convinced she was wrong
about his guilt. But the green devils
in Karoly’s eyes dared her to believe
him innocent, and her face grew
white and still.

“Of course I'm guilty, as guilty
as hell,” Karoly said roughly, read-
ing question in her eyes.

FRAN was already nearly to the
house. Nance saw Mom on her way

to the bunk house on some errand
Kate had thought up. Then Fran
was ground-reining her black and
dashing into the house.

Karoly dropped Nance onto the
gallery and rode to the hitching rack.

“Send Kate out and you can look
after Fran,” he commanded, some-
what shortly.

Nance went quickly, his derisive
laughter following her. Why did he
have to be so hateful just because she
had once refused to dance with him
at his housewarming? It was all out
of reason. Other men had been re-
fused and had forgiven it.

Fran was eagerly explaining to
Kate about the blouse when Nance
came in.

“Mr. Varney wants to talk to you,”
the school-teacher said, somewhat
shortly. “I'll take Fran up and she
can try on the blouse.”

Kate left them on winged feet, and
Fran tucked her hand into Nance’'s,

slim, alive fingers so like her
brother’s.
“1 like you best. You talk short,

like Karoly does when he feels way
down deep about something. And I
like you, too, because you're so damn
beautiful,” she confided.

“Then suppose we ground-rein the
cusswords and leave them out crop-
ping the grass, because | don't like
them,” Nance said quickly.

“Neither does Karoly. We had a
housekeeper once and she swore just
swell. Only Karoly was horrified
when he came back after being away
a year and heard her and me. He
took me away, but the mischief was
done.” Fran laughed.

“Slide out of the blouse and let’'s
see how you look in this," Nance said
hurriedly, as she shook a soft, blue
blouse free from its wrappings of
tissue.

Fran swore fondly, then clapped
her hand over her mouth, green eyes
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shimmering over her mistake.

By taking a few stitches the blue
shirt fitted. Fran tucked it into her
black jodhpurs and strutted up and
down, viewing herself in the glass.
“You keep the red blouse,” she sug-
gested generously. “I like blue best.
Some day I'm going to have a white
dress like yours, too. Karoly said |
could, when | asked him if you didn’t
look like an angel.”

Nance bit back the question as to
what he had said to that. She
thought she knew. “l am going to
take a nap. Suppose you go down
and show your brother, then you can
take this book and read till supper
is ready.”

“This blouse even smells like you,”
Fran said happily, sniffing, and she
clattered away down the stairs to
show her spoils.

Nance changed slowly from white
dress and dusty slippers, to a filmy
blue chiffon negligee, banded in
white fur, relic of those happier
days. Brushing her hair free from
the confining ribbon she sank down
in the easy-chair by the window.
She’d excuse herself when Mom
came to call her to supper. It would
make Karoly hate her all the more,
if that were possible, but she couldn’t
stay down there and watch his jeer-
ing green glance follow her about,
then grow kindly when he looked at
Kate.

She could hear Kate's happy
laughter and Karoly's deep, low
voice, all the mockery gone. Mom'’s

delighted surprise, too, upon finding
the Varneys there. Then the room
faded and sleep claimed Nance.

She had had two bad nights and
one night in which she had not slept
because of the dance. Now over-
strained nature was taking toll.
When she wakened she was on her
own bed, warmly covered against the
chill of mountain summer nights,

and, outside, dawn was poking out
the stars one by one, to make way
for the sun.

At breakfast Kate looked at Nance,
her black eyes twinkling. “I came
to call you for supper. You were
fast asleep and on the point of fall-
ing out of your chair, so | called
Karoly to carry you to your bed. |
wish | could look as pretty as you
do when you are asleep. You have
the curliest lashes and in that chif-
fon-and-fur negligee------ Why,
Nance, you aren't mad at me, are
you?”

"No, of course not. I'm only sorry
I can’t share your enthusiasm for the
gambler. His little sister is sweet,
so old for her age. Are the boys
back?” Nance asked quickly, deftly
changing the subject.

“Yes. You should have seen
Cody’s face when he rode in and
found the Varneys on the point of
leaving. He kept looking at Fran so
qgueerly, | wondered if the monkey
might not notice and brag of her
present. But she kept still. Seems
Cody heard about the holdup of the
train of ore and went there and
picked up the posse’s trail. They
didn’'t find a trace of the gang
either.”

Nance was driven into town by
Mom, glad for once to leave the hos-
pitable ranch and go elsewhere.

V.

EXCITEMENT still ran high
when Mom and Nance stopped at the
post office.

“Cody Masters came in last night
with the posse and said he was sure
it was the gambler from the Pecos
Belle and his kid sister,” gossiped
the postmaster. “They never rode
in till after midnight neither.”

“Cody found out different. They
was at my house and stayed for sup-
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per and the whole evening,” said
Mom. “Kate asked them for supper,
at church, so they came and had been
looking over the ranch when we got
home. Besides, the kid wore a red
shirt and Fran wore as pretty a blue
one as l've laid eyes on.”

No one doubted Mom Masters a
bit. Kate, with her quick wit had
saved the day for Karoly Varney.
Nance envied her, and no longer
laughed at herself for any thoughts
concerning the owner of the Pecos
Belle.

Betting was even, as the days be-
gan to march past, which Masters
boy would get the teacher, the
steady, middle-aged, older one or the
wild, younger one who seemed to
have settled down now he had come
home to stay.

“We follow the Ungers,” Fran an-
nounced triumphantly, one night, as
she lingered, watching Nance put on
the Monday lesson for the pupils.

Nance bent her head and carefully
made a letter. The circuit rider
came again to-morrow so it would
be church, and she wanted the les-
sons to be perfect, for next week was
the time the town council would act
on her application for the school the
coming year.

How could she tell Fran that she
wasn’'t coming to the Pecos Belle,
even if the Vs did come next for
boarding the teacher. She seldom
saw Karoly Varney any more. It
had been four weeks since she had
seen him to speak to him. Fran had
said he spent all his time in the
mountains, but she never said what
he was doing, though Nance was
afraid she knew.

Though the Ace gang had not
struck again at Gun River, it was
making the entire State ring with
its raids on mine-office safes, banks
and express companies.

Of course, Nance could have gone

BELLE 71

to the Varneys. Kate had found an
elderly and respectable widow to
keep the living quarters at the Pecos
Belle and look after Fran. Already
there was a change, too, in the wild-
ing, Fran, due in part to the careful
training of Mrs. Montez, and partly
to Nance's painstaking and loving
care.

Nance knew now that Karoly had
written Kate off his list as ruthlessly
as he had eliminated Nance the very
first day. Kate grew big-eyed and
wan over it, then let a young mine
superintendent pay her court, though
Nance suspected it was to save her
pride; perhaps to make Karoly jeal-
ous enough to come back, too.

“YOU KNOW WHAT? | blacked
Billy Unger’s eyes to-day,” Fran said
uneasily, breaking in on Nance’s un-
happy thought.

“Why?” Nance looked thought-
ful, for she had been on the point of
thinking about the bold chit with the
bright, metallic hair who had been
riding with Karoly last evening
when she and Will Masters were on
their way to a distant raising.

“Because he said that folks were
saying that Karoly was a renegade
and maybe was the Ace of Spades,
and that | was the Kid, only | didn't
ride with the gang any more because
too many would know me and------ 8

“Your brother should be more care-
ful about letting folks know he
spends all his time in the moun-
tains,” Nance said coldly. “I'm glad
he doesn’t take you with him any
more.”

“I'm not. | love to ride fast and
far with him. And Billy sdid the
church people were going to take me
away from Karoly and put me in an
asylum for kids,” Fran added scorn-
fully. “As if Karoly would let
them!”

“Why | hadn't heard any one men-
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tion that,” Nance exclaimed, startled.

"That'’s 'cause we are such friends.
They're afraid you'd tell me and I'd
tell Karoly and he'd take me away.
But soon he will have all the money
he wants and then we will go away.
| said 1 wanted to take you with us
and he laughed and said he was the
dirt under your feet. What I'm
afraid of is, he will marry that Let-
tice we found hurt in the mountains,
and then cured. He’s a sucker for
hurt folks.”

“You mustn’t tell me such things,
Fran,” Nance said uncomfortably,
wondering how many knives could
be driven into one's heart before it
became too numb to hurt. So the
girl’s name was Lettice. It fitted
her.

“Oh, you don't tell all you know.
That's why 1 tell you things. Well,
| gotta drift. Maybe Karoly might
get in early. Mrs. Montez and | have
your room all ready. Karoly doesn’t
know you come to us next after the
Ungers. It'll be a surprise.” Fran
grabbed up her books and started for
the door, then came back and said
shyly, “You spell forbidden with two
ds, not one. | most forgot, and |
saw you write it. Karoly said he’'d
skin me alive it I let you make any
mistakes on the board for Gun River
to laugh about.”

Nance looked after Fran, who was
already running down the steps,
then, cheeks red, erased the word and
wrote it over, trying to think out
Fran's amazing revelations. It
would have been terrible if the whole
countryside had assembled to-mor-
row and found a misspelled word in
the teacher’'s writing on the board.
Fran had saved her face more than
once, but never before had told her
why. When he hated her so, why
had Karoly asked Fran to watch the
teacher’s board work and keep her
from making mistakes? Probably to

embarrass her because the sister of
the man who hated her was the better
speller.

Nance no longer denied her love
for the young gambler. That was
why she refused a direct answer to
either of the Masters brothers. If
she married one of them she could
no longer, even in secret, love Karoly
Varney. She was ashamed of her
love, ashamed of loving a rascal, but
love seemed to know no rules. It
had grown in her heart like loco-
weed on the plains. And he made
no bones of being seen with the
blond girl whom he had rescued.

“HELLO. Daydreaming?” Cody
asked, behind her. “I came to take
you to the Ungers. About ready to
go?

“Nearly,” Nance said carelessly,
but she wondered what brought
Cody to town in the daytime when
the spring round-up was under way.
"What brings you to town?”

“A little business. Haven't you
heard? John Thomas was Killed.
He’s cashier at the EI d’Or mine and
he was shot defending the safe from
the Ace’'s gang of roughnecks.
Where've you been? The town’s
simply boiling over about it. He was
pretty well liked.” Cody sat down
on Nance's desk and swung his
spurred foot as he watched Nance
straightening up the room and clos-
ing windows.

“1 should say he was. | never hear
anything, Cody. | don’t know why,”
Nance said, coming back to her desk,
determination in her gray eyes.
“Tell, me all the gossip, Cody. I've
got to know.”

“Folks shy away from telling you
things because you and that Varney
kid are such pals. It's common talk
the gambler is the Ace of Spades.
They are all set to send the kid to a
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State institution and raze the Pecos
Belle to the ground.”

“Raze the Pecos Belle?” Nance
asked, in horror. “And Karoly?
What are their plans about him?
They have no proof---—- " Nance's
voice died away.

“Sometimes folks can get so

wrought up they don’t need proof.
He's going to get a new necktie—
one of rope. You see we might bet-
ter have one dead gambler who was
innocent, than a live one who looks
damn guilty,” Cody said virtuously.

“Where is Karoly now?” Nance
asked faintly.

“We haven't caught him yet. Plans
aren’t all made. He’'s out of town,
that wooden-faced Indian of his says
glibly. Of course he is, engineer-
ing the mine-office robbery and
Thomas’ murder. His daily trips
away are a dead give-away if the fool
only knew it.” Cody curled an arm
about Nance's shoulders. “I must
say for you, you never have any
truck with Varney. Ain't a girl,
even my sister, that wouldn't run to
him if he crooked a finger that way.
But he’'s dead gone on that new girl
Lettice at the Pecos Belle,” Cody
added nastily.

Nance didn’t answer. She couldn’t.
He was voicing all her thoughts of
the past month but, said aloud, they
sounded horrible.

“Let’'s cut out all this boarding-
around business, lovely, and get mar-
ried to-morrow, when the circuit
rider comes. Another week and
school’'s out for the summer. I've
heard rumors it won't be offered you
again.” Cody drew her closer, his
voice soft and wheedling.

“You have?” Nance asked faintly.

“Sure, you dear little bluffer. You
can't get away with murder forever.
You can't spell and they are saying
Fran Varney does your problems for
you,” teased Cody.

“Why, that's a lie!” Nance was
righteously indignant. “I'm not a
good speller, but I'm studying hard
over it, and | can do sums.”

“What does it matter? Marry me
and we’ll be out of this town on the
midnight train Sunday night and
never come back. I'll buy you silk
dresses and rings. I've got more
money than we can spend in a long
time.”

Suddenly Cody jerked Nance
against him and kissed her eagerly,
expertly, on the mouth.

Nance fought to free herself,
smothered by the possessive Kisses,
hating them, and hating herself for
enduring the first one to settle a
doubt forever in her mind.

Cody did not heed her struggles.
His fingers bit into her shoulders
until her blouse tore under them.

A name rose to her lips, a frantic
cry of “Karoly!”

Cody’s arms fell. His face grew
black where it had been red and con-
gested. “Karoly, eh? You, too, you
lying little polecat! Well, we have
been a mess of blind broom makers,
seeing you and the kid so chummy
and not guessing it was because you
and her brother was thick. | sup-
pose he was meeting you on his rides,
and you bill and coo around in se-
cret, then act before folks like you
hate each other like poison.”

Nance darted forward and slapped
his face stingingly. “You low, in-
sulting beast!”

He caught her, slapped her beside
the head and sent her spinning into
a chair, towering over her. “Know
what? By to-morrow the Pecos
Belle will be a heap of adobe, the fine
furniture and rugs and curtains
ashes! The kid will be on her way
to an orphanage and Karoly Varney
will be swinging from one of his
pepper trees; while you, you two-
timing little rat, will be ordered out
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of town as unfit to be in charge of
little children.”

Nance stared up at him, her face
dead white, except for the crimson
mark of his hand on her cheek. No
words would come to her lips to
refute his charges. They were too
awful to think about.

Cody laughed in her face. “And I
gave up a swell kid because of those
pretty dimples and cool gray eyes!”
He slammed out, and Nance did not
try to stop him.

V.

SHE DIDN'T SIT there long, for
Fran Varney came racing up the
steps. “Billy Unger's all broken
out with something besides a black
eye so we come next, 'cause they have
to be quarantined. I'm taking you
home with me now. | had Long Tom
carry your things to the Pecos Belle.
You are coming with me now, aren't
you?”

Nance rose and put on her hat, her
face set and white. She collected
her possessions from the scarred
desk, her books from the racks.
She’d never be back here, something
told her.

As they went into the street, she
left the key in the schoolhouse door,
Cody Masters was going from group
to group in the street, talking to each
one. As the child and teacher passed,
no one spoke.

“The—rats,” Fran said thought-
fully. “The town’s dying on its feet
because the mine is playing out, and
Karoly doing his best to earn money
so’s he can turn the Pecos Belle into
a home and never gamble any more.”

They turned into the Pecos Belle.
Fran proudly led the way across the
patio to a big room with grilled win-
dows, looking out into a wilderness
of jasmine shrubs starred with bloom
and sweet with honeysuckle. Rugs

were deep-piled underfoot and a rich
blue blanket covered the great four-
poster in the corner on a dais.

“When | asked Karoly what room
to give you, he laughed funny and
short and said he reckoned this
would do, because no one had ever
had it. He said | mustn’t feel badly
if you didn't come though. Won't
he be surprised?” said Fran.

"Well, I'm here,” Nance said, her
own voice funny-sounding. The fact
surprised her somehow. She had
never expected to come and now it
seemed she had never intended doing
anything else. Her whole life
seemed to stop while she went down
the line—Masters, Newsons, Orms-
bys, and now Varneys.

She didn't know just what she
could do to prevent Cody’s mad plans
from coming true, but she had to do
something. She had to save Fran
from an institution, save the Pecos
Belle for a home, save Karoly’s reck-
less neck.

She investigated the shower, then
chose her prettiest dress. All the
time she was getting ready her
thoughts raced about trying to find
a way to save Karoly from the anger
of the people.

The soft blue crepe she put on
touched the floor all around, clung
lovingly to her rounded body and
slim waist, flared to her feet and
revealed golden slippers. A gold
ribbon tied her curls, almost lost in
their brightness.

“Could I send a note to Kate Mas-
ters, Fran?” she asked, as Fran came
in to inspect her idol.

“Of course. Come in here. This
is Karoly’s office and you can write a
note on his desk. Long Tom can ride
out to the ranch with it,” Fran said
eagerly. “l wish you never would
leave. I'm glad there aren’t any more
letters after V, here in town, so we
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can keep you until you go back
East.”

Nance sat down at Karoly’s big
desk and picked up a pen, lifting
her hand for Fran to be silent. Kate
would help save Karoly. Even
though she was going with the young
mine superintendent, Nance felt she
still loved Karoly. Good or bad, a
girl never got over him.

Hurriedly, she wrote the whole
story of Cody’s plan to Kate, adding,
“Will can do a lot if he'd round up
the ranchers and bring them in to
stop the mob. Tell him if he will I
will be ready to do anything he asks
of me. He will know what I mean.”

Fran dashed out to give the letter
to the Indian and Nance sat still, lis-
tening, until she heard the crash of
the pony’s hoofs on the road. She
started to rise, then sat back staring.

ABOVE THE DESK was a
framed marriage certificate, for one
Karoly Varney and Mary Dell. She
remembered that Karoly had once
told her his mother’s name had been
Mary Dell. Fire burned in her gray
eyes.

“Darn it!” spluttered Fran, run-
ning in. “Karoly told Mrs. Montez
not to expect him until to-morrow,
and | wanted him to see you like
that.”

Nance's heart lifted. She could
send Long Tom to find Karoly and
tell him to stay away, that she would
look after Fran. “Run and see who's
hammering the knocker that way,”
was all she said.

Kate came hurrying across the
patio and into the room. “Can |
see you alone?” she asked desper-
ately.
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Fran left the two together.

"1 was in town and heard Cody
rousing the people. | tried to stop
him. Oh, Nance, they plan to blow
up the Pecos Belle and hang Karoly.
What shall we do?”

“1 sent you anote. | thought you'd
have a plan,” Nance said, in surprise.

“1 haven't been home yet.”

“Then go home. Get Will to rouse
the ranchers and have them stop the
mob. You watch for Karoly to pass
if you have to watch all night, and
make him hide. I'll hold off the mob
until Will and his men come. They
won’'t blow up the Pecos Belle if I'm
in it,” Nance said firmly. “l've a
plan.”

“I'll go at once. Maybe | can get
him to go away with me if he sees
I would be proud to go. Would you
look after Fran until we could send
for her? He liked me a lot once, but
I know he thought | was too good
for him,” Kate said miserably.

“Yes, go quickly and watch for
him. He said he wouldn’'t be back
until to-morrow, so you may have
to watch hours to make sure he
doesn't come sooner than he
planned,” warned Nance.

“I'd watch years if necessary!”
Kate rushed away and Fran came
back.

“1 heard. 1 couldn’t help it if she
talked so loud. So the darn town
thinks it's going to string up Karoly,
does it? And I've stopped swearing
so they'd like me when Karoly got a
lot of money and could mebbe work
for the town,” raged the child.

“Never mind, Fran, we’'ll save him.
Kate will save him, and you and I
will save the Pecos Belle,” promised

Nance. “Have you a picture of
Karoly?”
“Sure!” Fran bounded away and

returned with a picture of her
brother.

Nance studied it in silence a mo-

ment, then picked up the shears
from the desk. “I'll have to cut this.
Go into my room and bring me the
picture of me from my traveling
bag.” She cut the picture to the
right size to fit over the one of
Karoly’s father and, when Fran came
back with her own picture, she sacri-
ficed that to fit over the picture of
Mary Dell.

The year date on the marriage cer-
tificate had been blurred by damp-
ness, so it might have been May 18th
of any year.

“] see!l 1 see!” chuckled Fran, as
Nance replaced the glass and held
up the doctored certificate. “But
what good will it be?”

“I'm not sure. 1 can only try.
Maybe they won't raze the Pecos
Bell if I promise to turn it into a
home. If they think I am Karoly's
wife, they might think I could do it.”
She hung up the certificate and
looked at it, color creeping into her
pale face.

Karoly’'s pictured face seemed to
mock her and she turned abruptly
and left the study.

Dinner over, the housekeeper de-
parted for town, obeying a message
brought her of the serious illness of
a grandchild. Nance doubted the
veracity of the writer, but was glad
to see the housekeeper leave.

Fran departed reluctantly for bed.
“You'll call me the minute any one
comes,” she said firmly. “lI won't
be asleep.” But when Nance went
into her room a half hour later, she
was sound asleep, worn out with all
the excitement.

AS SHE SAT DOWN to wait for
what might come next, some one
rapped sharply on the door leading
into the front part and gaming
rooms.

“Let me in, Montez. It's Lettice,”
an authoritative voice commanded.
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Nance did not answer, but went to
the door and shot back the bolt which
fastened out the dance-hall hostess.

She came in, pretty, assured,
golden-haired, her gold lam6 glitter-
ing in the lights as she moved.

“Hello. The teacher, huh?
Where's Montez, the housekeeper?”

“She was called to her son’s home,
a child ill,” Nance said carelessly.

“The yellow-backed coward, prob-
ably faked the message. Listen.
You'd better take the kid and duck
and run, too. The dear town is com-
ing to blow the Pecos Belle sky
high.”

“l1 know. They mean to hang
Karoly Varney, too, to his own pep-
per tree,” Nance said quietly.

“What? Who said so?” screamed
Lettice. “Cody Masters said they'd
only chase him out of town.”

“He lied. He told me they were
going to hang him.”
“The liar! And what are you,

Cody Masters’ girl, doing here?
Spying?” Lettice asked harshly.
“No. I'm going to help if I can.
I want to save the Pecos Belle for
Fran. Kate Masters is going to save
Karoly, get him to go away with
her,” Nance said, biting down hard
on her trembling lip. “lI've asked
W ill Masters to round up the ranch-
ers and help save the place. If I'm
any Masters’' girl, I'm Will's,” she

added. “I promised him that, if he'd
help.”
“Well, I'm going to close up the

gambling rooms and tell the danc-
ing girls to go to their boarding
houses. Karoly always meant to
close up the Pecos Belle when he
struck it rich and we’ll do it ahead
of him. And you think he’'ll leave

with Kate Masters, that goody-
goody?” Lettice’s laughter was
shrill. “I'm the only one on earth

who can save Karoly Varney, and

I'll do it for the same price as the
Masters girl. 1'm going where Ka-
roly is and tell him so0.” Lettice
swished out, her laughter following
like the jeering of brassy imps.

Nance followed her, saw her shoo-
ing the frightened girls out of the
place, ordering the musicians away,
the gamblers out of the gaming
rooms. She locked up these wings.
Her possessive manner chilled
Nance. Lettice knew what to do and
would do it. She was Karoly’'s kind.
Kate and Nance were outsiders, who
must stand to one side.

Lettice brought the money bags
and dumped them on the table. “Bet-
ter take care of those for Fran. |I've
cleaned out the safe. Karoly and I
can draw against his bank account
once we are safely away, but the
kid will need a stake.” She was
gone. Less than fifteen minutes later
Nance, watching from one of the
grilled windows, saw her flash by
on a horse, leaning low over the
horse’s neck and riding hard.

She was no longer a glittering,
golden bird of the night, but aboy in
blue jeans, leather wind-breaker, cap
pulled low,

Nance drew a sobbing breath. As
far as she knew now, she and Fran
were alone in the great house. Yet
she did not feel afraid. Karoly
would be safe; two girls, loving him,
had gone to his rescue. Both meant
to ask something in return. Nance,
loving him, too, would help him. But
he’'d never know about it. She'd
save his costly investment, the Pecos
Belle for his sister, and whichever
girl he married, would benefit indi-
rectly.

V1.

AS SHE LEANED THERE, her
cheek against the cool iron grille,
there was a low murmuring which
grew like the surf of a great sea, be-
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came the shuffle of many feet, the
sound of cautious voices.

Nance went bravely through the
quiet house to the front door and
flung it open, the lamplight above
shining down on her amber head and
blue-gowned figure.

“What is this?” she asked the sea
of faces out beyond her. She
chuckled. “We wondered how long
it would be before you found out
we were married and closing the
Pecos Belle forever as a gambling
house.”

“What?” It rose as in one voice,
a mighty question.

She leaned her head against the
door and nodded, her laughter spill-
ing out, clear and unafraid. “We
did fool all of you until to-day,
didn't we? It is mighty sweet of
you to come as soon as you found
out, and give us this huge reception.
Do you mind coming in quietly so
not to frighten my little sister?”

“See here, Miss Teacher, this ain’t
no reception. We come to get Ka-
roly Varney and string him up to the
nearest tree. We know what he’s
been up to, sneaking off every day
to meet his gang.”

Nance laughed again into their
angry faces. “Gang? Aren’t you
the sillies?” asked her gay, chuckling
voice. “Of course he sneaked off
every day, but it was to go to our
meeting place enough ahead of me
so you folks wouldn’t suspect. | was
determined to finish out my school.
Some of you said | never would stick
it out because | was a dude. But I
did. If we'd gone around in public,
you wouldn’t have let me stay. It
would never do for the gambler and
the teacher to be sweethearts openly;
but now Karoly isn't going to be a
gambler any longer. He is going to
be a good citizen, raise his little
sister—and his children.” The brave
voice faltered then.

Lies, lies, all lies, but the dreams
that had been hers for weeks, dreams
which could never come true. So
she spilled them out, like so many
shining pearls before swine—all her
lovely, lovely dreams.

By the time they knew she had
lied. Will Masters and the ranchers
would be here and disperse the mob
inflamed by his brother’'s words.

The leaders conferred. Then three
stepped forward. “We'd like to see
your proof, ma’am. Ain’t no time
you been gone from us, and the cir-
cuit rider ain’t been hereabouts for a
month.”

“But it was when he was here be-
fore,” said the brave, lying voice.

“That could be so. But you'd have
something to show. If you can prove
to us a teacher married a gambler
and suspected bad man, we've got to
believe he aims to close the Pecos
Belle and become a decent citizen.”

“Oh, he does, and I have. Come
with me, please, all three of you, and
you can tell the rest,” Nance said,
keeping the tremble out of her voice
by great effort.

The men, awkwardly but dog-
gedly, tramped after her down to
the unlocked door, into the living
rooms and to the study.

She led them straight to the desk,
and held the lamp so the light fell
on the framed certificate and the pic-
tured likenesses of the teacher and
the gambler.

“My name was Mary, Mary Dell.
But when my father killed himself
| dropped the first two letters and
called myself by my mother’s name,”
said Nance firmly. “If | hadn't,
every one would have remembered
who | was and | couldn’t stand that.”

“No, ma'am,” one of the men
agreed, while the one who could read
spelled out the certificate for the
two who couldn’'t. “Reckon you've
squared Varney,” he said admiringly.
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"No feller’'s going to hold up a train
on his wedding day. You're sure a
brave little lady and we're glad
you're staying. Tell that husband
of yours as long as he keeps his word
and uses the Pecos Belle for a home
and don’t make no suspicious moves,
it'll be all right with the town.”

“Awful slick, ain't you?”;sneered
the voice of Cody Masters, who had
tiptoed after them. “Any of you
stop to ask where her precious hus-
band is?”

NANCE'S brave foundation, built
on lies, crumbled before Cody’s
sneers, as he once more took the
leadership of his specially organized
mob. The three men of the commit-
tee turned and looked at Nance ques-
tioningly, and as she stood mute,
they began to frown and look at each
other.

“What's all the company, dar-
ling?” asked a sleepy voice, and
Karoly Varney rose from the big
wing chair, which set with its back
to the room, facing the window open
on the patio. He came to Nance's
side. “Why didn’'t you wake me up
when we got company?”

“It's the kind of company you
won't like, Varney,” said Cody, his
face darkening as he saw Nance sway
against the arm put protectingly
around her. “The kind that brings
you a present, a new necktie of
hemp.”

“Don’'t listen to him,” pleaded
Nance to the three. “You promised
me you’'d go away and let us—let us
live here among you like good citi-
zens.” She looked at Cody, then
turned her face and pulled away the
high collar. “See, he’s being hateful
because | refused to marry him this
afternoon. He made his brags then
what he’d do. | had to slap his face
and then he struck me. That's why
I moved in and decided it was time

the town knew the truth, even if
school had another week to go.”

The men looked at the dark mark
on the fair cheek, then at Cody, who
reddened and shifted his feet.

“The truth ain’'t in you,” he said
derisively. But his words sounded
lame.

“Nor in you,” Karoly said steadily,
his voice cold with deadly anger.
“Not ten hours ago you promised me,
on your knees, that you'd leave the
country for good if I'd give you
time to find your sweetheart and
take her with you. | come home to
find you plotting against me. | tried
to save you for your family’s sake.
If I'd known you'd come here and
strike at me through my wife, I'd
have killed you then.”

“You hear?” Cody asked trium-
phantly to the three quiet men.
“He’d 'a’ murdered me—Ilike his gang
murdered poor Thomas—but he
didn’'t dare. We've fooled around
here long enough. Go tell the crowd
to get busy!”

Cody shot toward the door, pivoted
and flung himself on Karoly from
the rear, before any of them guessed
he did not intend going out to carry
out his own orders. Karoly went to
his knees, dragging Nance with him,
protecting her as best he could in
falling.

A shot sang from the doorway,
striking Cody in the shoulder as he
struggled to get his hands on Ka-
roly’s throat.

Swearing vilely, Cody came to his
knees, tugging at his gun with his
unhurt hand. Karoly, catlike, was
already on his feet, waiting poised
for Cody’s next move.

“Up with those hands, you pole-
cat!” howled the shrill voice of Fran
Varney, and another shot clipped
Cody’s ear.

Raging, he lifted his hands, blood
beginning to run from his ear and
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welling out of his shoulder.

“He’s a good citizen of Gun River,
but he cusses worse than | ever did,”
said Fran, coming into the room in
her white nightgown, looking not
unlike a little angel gone berserk.

“Reckon we'd better get the
straight of this,” one of the commit-
tee said, worriedly. “The crowd’s
likely to get plumb restless. It's a
wonder they ain’t piled in here afore
now.”

“They won't. Will Masters is here
with a bunch of ranchers and cow-
hands,” Karoly said quietly, reliev-
ing his sister of her guns and shoo-
ing her out of the room to dress.
“You'll find the crowd has dispersed.
Wi ill has other help, too—United
States deputies. Reckon the shoot-
ing is bringing them,” he finished,
as the measured tread of heavy boots
came down the corridor.

Four men entered, badges glitter-
ing on their coats, their faces stern
and white. One wore a bandage
about his head.

In spite of them, in the momentary
confusion, Cody Masters dived head
first through the window through
which Karoly had quietly entered
in time to help Nance out with her
lying. Before they could recover
from their surprise, the heavy boom
of the outer door came, then the
pound of iron hoofs.

“He’'s got a horse,” one of the men
said, with a groan.

“Widow Maker,” Karoly's voice
sounded strange in his own ears, and
he ran, Nance at his heels. When
he found this out he looked back
shouting, “Don’t let her hear--—-—-- "

ONE of the men caught Nance
about the waist and pressed her head
against his coat. But even then she
heard the wild scream of rage torn
from the throat of a horse gone out-
law, when Cody started to mount

him, heard the hammering of hoofs
and a single, terrible cry of awful
terror wrung from a human. Then
there was nothing except hoofs ring-
ing like bells on stone, and a shrill
whistle repeated until the ringing
ceased.

“Lord!” choked one of the depu-
ties, entering with Karoly, his face
white as paper. “That was quicker
execution for the Ace of Spades than
the law could ’'a’ given him. Your
horse saved the government a lot
of money, Varney. Reckon you'll be
a rich man by the time the different
counties and States get done sending
you reward money for catching the
Ace and his gang.”

“Ace?” Nance opened her eyes.
“You mean Cody was the Ace?”

“Yes, ma'am,” said the deputy.
“He was as slick a fellow as ever
straddled a horse or triggered a gun.
W e lost him to-day when we bagged
the rest with Varney’s help.”

“You a law man?” Nance asked
Karoly, using the local term.

He shook his head, his green eyes
mocking her. “Just a gambler who
stumbled onto their hide-out through
a clue a teacher lady give him.”

“The—the Kid?” Nance asked con-
fusedly, turning back to the depu-
ties.

“We met up with her when we
was coming here on Cody’s trail.
She thought we had Varney under
arrest and went for us, both guns
spitting death. We had to let her
have it or get salivated. As it was,
she got one of us plumb through
the heart and split his head,” said
thetleputy, nodding toward the ban-

daged one.

“Who—who was she?” asked
Nance.

“Lettice,” Karoly’s quiet voice
said.

Nance sank into a chair, white to
the lips. The bright, golden bird
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who had gone so recklessly to save
Karoly was dead. She stole a glance
at Karoly from under long, curling
lashes. His face looked set and
white.

The men tiptoed out.

“1 made an awful mess of it, didn't
1?” Nance asked tiredly. “When
you had already saved yourself—or
| forget, you didn’t need saving.”

“We might not have reached here
in time to save the Pecos Belle. |
understand they already had the
dynamite planted when you heard
them. Doesn’'t take more than a
minute to blow up a building,” Ka-
roly said quietly.

“But how will you explain away
my lying?” Nance stammered, nod-
ding toward the open door where
the lamp still burned on Karoly’s
desk, lighting up the doctored cer-
tificate. “And | gave them my word
you'd leave the Pecos Belle closed.”

“1 will. 1 was just waiting to get
money enough together to send Fran
away to school until she’s grown up.”

Nance rose and went into the study
and took down the certificate, her
cheeks a painful red. “I can fix this.
I didn’t hurt your mother’'s and fa-
ther’s certificate.”

Karoly took the certificate from
her and laid it on the desk. “I'll fix

it. 1 know you well enough to know
you don’t want to be in the same
frame with a gambler. I've always
known that. You were pretty swell
to do what you did for Fran—Ilink
your name with mine before the
whole town. 1 heard your speech
as we rode in, you see.”

“I've been crazy about the Pecos
Belle a long time,” Nance said, with
dignity. “I couldn’t bear to see it
blown up.”

“I'll deed it to you when | go.”

“But you don’'t have to go now.
You'll have money from the rewards
and the people in town will fall over
themselves being sorry, when they
know you cleaned out the rene-
gades,” Nance reminded him.

“We can't both stay after to-
night,” Karoly reminded her.

“l know. But they aren’t going to
ask me to come back. 1 can’t spell
all the words and they’'ve found it
out, in spite of what Fran did. |
wonder why, when you hate me so,
you told her to watch my spelling.”

“Oh, stop that!” commanded Ka-
roly roughly. “Hate you? I've been
mad about you ever since that first
day you came into the street, when
Fran jumped the fellow she caught
palming an ace. The sun was all
tangled up in your curls and a gam-
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bier's heart got all tangled up in
V our dimples and your cool gray
eyes--—--—-- 7

“But you were terrible to me,”
whispered Nance. “You needn't lie
now just to protect my good name.”

“Of course | was terrible. |
couldn’t have a soft little city dude
like you falling for a gambler the
way girls seem to, so | was as devil-
ish as | knew how to be,” growled
Karoly, turning away.

Nance took a step forward, caught
his arm and shook it and him with
it. “Look at me! Look at me, Ka-
roly Varney, and see if it did any
good!

HE TURNED as if she had shot
him, stared at her unwillingly—at
the rose-flushed face and gray eyes
all warm and shining at last—the
cool gray eyes so many men had tried
to make come alive and match her
amber hair.

“You little fool dude, you,” he
said harshly, and gathered her into
his arms. “After tearing my heart
out for your little feet to trample
all these weeks------ ” He bent his
head and found her eager, waiting
mouth.

At his first hesitant touch, Nance
pushed back, staring at him. “But
it was you who kissed me in the hall
that night!”

“l had to have that much,” he
grumbled, and took up the inter-
rupted kiss with an ardor that dis-
pelled all doubts in Nance's mind
as to the identity of the man.

“How | will search for the lost
mine now!” Karoly exclaimed at last,
his cheek against her bright hair.

“What mine?” Nance asked disin-
terestedly, her velvety hand caress-
ing Karoly's cheek.

“One Long Tom told me about,
that was a legend of his tribe when
he was a boy. But I've looked for

it in vain so far. Erosion and land-
slides have changed the contour of
the mountains, or else the veil of
water is a myth, as well as the mine,”
Karoly explained, making a ring for
his finger of one amber curl.

“Veil of water,” gasped Nance.
“But there are rattlesnakes there.”

“See here, teacher, you're losing
your mind,” teased Karoly, but there
was a strange, awed look in his eyes.

“Just for that------ ” began Nance
hotly. Then she laughed softly. “I
can't even start to be mean to you
any more. If your old mine is
marked by a veil of water, then 1
know where it is. | could have told
you the day Flipper bucked me off
and you started back to the Masters’
ranch with me.”

“Go on,” Karoly said, his voice
ragged with feeling because this slim
city girl, curled so contentedly in
his arms, had brought him so much
luck.

“Why he bucked me clear over a
lot of bushes after he had jumped
over another mess of them, and there
was a clearing and a pool and a wa-
terfall. | went through it to see
what was on the other side. There
was a hole in the ground and rocks
piled up and a dead man. Then a
rattler shook his tail at me and |
ran.”

“Nance, could you find it again?”
Karoly could not hide his excitement
now.

“Of course | can. It was such
an awful experience | never can for-
get one step | took getting away
from there. | may be a dude, but you
can't lose me,” boasted Nance.

Karoly caught the soft hand from
his cheek and kissed it. Will Mas-
ters had done that once, but how
different it was-——- Will Masters
Nance sat up, her face white.

“Oh, what have | done? | prom-
ised Will, in a letter, if he'd bring



PECOS BELLE 83

the ranchers 1I'd marry him,” she
wailed. "He kept his promise and
I've got to keep mine.”

"Kate brought the ranchers. Your
letter never reached him. Long Tom
came right to me with it,” Karoly
said, with quiet triumph.

Nance was still a moment, in sheer
thanksgiving, then she asked,
"Where did you and Fran ride that
Sunday?”

“To the next town to wire the
nearest U. S. marshal 1'd help him
round up the Ace gang. It seemed
a good time to strike while the iron
was hot, after they held up the train.
I never thought of being accused.”

Nance hushed. "Did you shoot off
Cody’s hat that day he went to kiss
me?”

"No. | wouldn't have stopped
with his hat. It was Lettice, whom
he had hidden in the rocks while he
went to see who was coming. His
shot took her through the shoulder.
Fran and I found her and nursed her
back to health. Any more questions,
teacher?”

Nance loved the way he put aside
the long-sought-for mine to answer
her questions so patiently. She
looked up at him, shaking her head.

"WELL, I'mason of a------ il began
an excited, girlish voice.
"Sea cook,” supplied Nance deftly,

before Fran should say the forbid-
den word.

“Sea cook,” Fran repeated obe-
diently. “Kate Masters came with
her brother Will. | had to tell them
you were too busy kissing each other
to talk even to me, but I didn’'t think
you'd still be at it. There's a man
here, that long-winded man who
talked so long at the schoolhouse my
legs went to sleep.”

“The circuit rider!” exclaimed
Karoly. "He knows he didn't marry
us, but probably thinks we want
him to. We do, don't we, Nance?”

“And the tall deputy is back. He
said he had a badge for you and that
you were seven kinds of a blither-
ing idiot and worse words than that
if you didn’t tell the town you ran
the Pecos Belle just so’s you could
catch the Ace gang,” Fran went on
excitedly, supplying the news as fast
as she could, while she had their at-
tention.

“That makes two witnesses for us
—Fran and the deputy,” Karoly said
softly. “That's all we need. Will
you, Nance, even if the deputy’s idea
doesn’'t work? The town might still
suspect | was never anything but a
lucky ex-gambler.”

Nance put her soft palm over Ka-

roly’s lips. “Then I'll be a lucky ex-
gambler's lucky wife,” she said
proudly.
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— was the definition given her— until—

ELLrO. I'm Angela Sher-

wood, your new neighbor,”

a soft voice was saying into
the open door of the rambling log
ranch house.

Nellie McClannahan took in such
a long breath of air that it flooded
her speech controls, as she looked
down into big blue eyes that seemed
to hide the delicate face and fragile
figure of ayoung girl.

“I've taken up a homestead right
next to you here,” the voice went on
to explain, as no answer had yet
been evoked.

Nellie's controls were still flooded.
Her mouth was screwing itself into
a spiral of wrinkles, and her hands
sought hips well-proportioned to
take care of them. So this was the
guy her men were going to shoot,
poison, hang, or lynch! Home-
steader spelled sheep to them.

“What do you mean, coming way
out here, child?” Nellie finally man-
aged.

“Oh, just the call of the wild, 1
guess. And I'm twenty-one or |
couldn't file on land,” came sweetly
by way of correcting the child error.
“1 always said | was going to be a
rancher—and here | am!”

Nellie could feel the steely points
of three pairs of eyes stabbing her
in the back. But she had to invite
the little thing in, even though it
meant leading her right into the bat-
tle front.

Angela didn't seem to notice the
frostbitten reception as she was
introduced. She turned on a smile
that would have captured the heart
of “Old Harry” himself, while mak-

ing the deadly announcement,
“Uncle Sam says | have to plow so
many acres and put up so many
yards of fence if 1 want this land
for keeps. | thought perhaps |
could get one of you men to help
nme.

Nellie noticed her eyes travel
straight to Bart, make a landing, and
not hurry away. He was sitting in
the wide window sill—sort of in the
spotlight-—with long, booted legs
crossed and his face turned so that
his firm chin and high forehead were
in full relief. It surely doesn’t
make a mother feel any worse to-
ward a girl when she looks at one of
her sons as much as to say, “Isn't
that about the handsomest piece of
humanity you ever laid eyes on!”

Of course, a lot of girls had looked
at Bart that way since that little
smart Aleck school-teacher went off
and never even sent him a post card
—after he had built a five-room house
for her on his land farther up the
river. The doors were locked and
the windows boarded. Bart was no
longer interested in land—or women.
He kept on looking out of the win-
dow.

UNDER ordinary circumstances
Ted, who had danced attendance
upon the ladies ever since he could
stand alone, would have jumped into
her service before any one else could
have batted an eye. For Angela was
a mighty attractive girl, in a soft
gray suit with a bright-blue scarf
tucked in at the throat. Curls, shim-
mering between a gold and silver,
made her clear, white skin seem al-
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"But this rancher set £re to her old shack
— because she prefers to live in a stone

house— farther up the river--—----

most transparent. But these were
not ordinary circumstances.

The government had just opened
up this land, and Angela had nabbed
the one stretch that would be the
most advantageous for sheepmen to
take their herds across the North
Fork River. Then they could trail
them over the cattle range to the
mountains for winter feeding. Once
these dirty herds crossed the range,
it was no longer any good for cat-
tle. Rico Ferenzi, manager of the
Calwer Brothers Sheep Co., would
be given plenty to pay for the use
of this strip. And he was deter-
mined to get it, regardless of price—
or method.

Ted had planned to file on the
land himself, add it to the McClan-
nahan spread. That would eliminate

”

the worst element of the sheep men-
ace. But Ted had eighteen more
months to go before he would be
twenty-one. Until that time, he and
“Pa” had made certain little plans
that might interfere with any one
else taking possession. They had
watched the cabin going up next
door, had seen the red roadster ar-
rive—were ready for the enemy.
But they had not seen the occupant
of the car until now. Ted, realizing
those plans might need to be re-
constructed somewhat, glared at her,

Nellie could have smacked both
of those boys as she saw Angela’s
smile go out.

At last Pa did have the grace
to say, “Well, one of you boys will
have to take grub up to the outfit
on OIld Windy to-morrow, but I
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guess | can spare the other one for
a day or two.”

There was no answer.

Then Ted, who was a little quicker
to take in a situation, spoke up, “I'd
say not—why, there’s a rattlesnake
for every rock on that place.” He
meant to scare her out, for no cat-
tleman had ever yet harmed a
woman.

The big blue eyes widened a trifle,
but Bart had unconsciously flashed
a scornful look at his younger
brother, and hope flickered again.
Stepping nearer to the broad shoul-
ders which blocked the window, she
said airily, “He’s just trying to scare
me, isn't he? Does each rock have
a rattling bodyguard?”

Bart drew back as if she were a
snake herself, ready to wrap deadly
coils about him. “Possibly not,” he
said. “But I'm thinking when a girl
turns rancher, she'd better plan on
doing her own work—even if it does
spoil her pretty soft hands!”

Angela had no way of knowing
that a city girl had once found this
country too hard to take and, leav-
ing it, had left Bart with a definite
impression of all girls not born on
the range. She looked at him with
startled eyes. But she soon rose to
the occasion and was quite in ascend-
ancy as she took herself off with a
parting bomb thrown in Bart's face,
“Just give me time to get hard—
unless you have the monopoly!”

Nellie gave three silent cheers.
“That girl’'s spunk may show these
stout-hearted villains a thing or two
yet,” she said to herself, and secretly
placed her entire stake on that bet.
An oracle within Nellie seldom gave
her the wrong tip.

“EASY pickin's,” Ted said. “A
tenderfoot, nice little dudine—we’ll
only have to put a mouse in her pan-
try.”

Pa looked relieved. “So—she al-
ways wanted to be a rancher,” he
mimicked. “Why, she'll blow away
in the first windstorm!” He began
to read his paper with more satisfac-
tion than he had for some time.

“Yeah, if mom doesn’t run out and
grab her,” Ted voiced his distrust
of his mother.

“Blood’s thicker'n water,” said
Pa in that one certain tone reserved
for making significant remarks. Nel-
lie didn't need to be told what was
expected of her.

So she had to be careful not to
make any friendly advances, though
it was but a step to her neighbor’s
cabin. However, she could see every-
thing that went on from her kitchen
window.

Still clinging to his theory that a
mouse in her pantry, or a similar
scare, would substitute for any of
his more treacherous designs, Ted
brought home a big rattlesnake that
he had killed one day.

“Now the next time the foreign
matter across the road takes herself
off,” he confided, “this old boy will
be coiled up on her doorstep when
she returns.”

“Kid stuff,” said Bart.

“Shame on you, Ted McClannahan.
Why, it will scare that little thing
to death,” scolded Nellie.

“Good! Anyway, it may give her
ideas about this country.”

Of course, Nellie did have to
watch her step. If the girl should
happen to go into cahoots with the
sheepmen, it would just be too bad.
So she pretended not to see Ted
track for Angela’s house after the
homesteader drove off on Sunday
afternoon. But she knew full well
that a red car couldn’t round that
first hill and disappear into Big Hol-
low before she saw it on the return
trip.
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And no sooner had Big Hollow
swallowed the vivid morsel than
Nellie said casually, “That turkey
hen has made a nest somewhere, and
I'll bet it's in those rocks out back
of her house. Here’s where | try to
find it while the coast’s clear.” And
off she Went, determined to be on
hand when Angela caught sight of
that rattler. Why, she might faint
or something!

Ted had certainly done a realistic
job. There the snake lay coiled,
head up, ready to strike.

Angela’s brakes creaked; she got
out, was sprinting up toward the
door, stopped suddenly—only a
second. Then she went back to her
car, took out a .22, leveled an eye—
and Nellie was the one who almost
fainted when she saw the head of
that snake drop back. u

Catching sight of her visitor, An-
gela called, “Get a gun, we've got to
find his mate. I've heard they're
mighty affectionate and loyal. You
don’t suppose she’s waiting up for
me inside?”

“Any one who can shoot like that
doesn’t need to be afraid. You sure
gave me a surprise!”

“Humph! With an army captain
for a father! I've been shooting
guns ever since | could hold one.”

Then Nellie saw Ted watching and
had to scuttle for home. But after
that she noticed a gun belt around
Angela’s small waistline—and the
holsters weren't empty.

Ted and Pa exchanged contemptu-
ous grins when they saw the enemy
outfitted in full war regalia, so Nel-
lie told them about the snake’s head,
and inwardly strengthened her bet
on the girl.

“Accidents will happen,” snorted
Ted. “But she’s got to learn that
ranching is no snap—and the lessons
are going to begin right now!”

TENDERFOOT 8?

ON THE VERY next afternoon
Ted and a couple of the men had
just brought the yearlings to the
home corral for dipping when Nellie
heard Angela calling for help. Nel-
lie looked out the window to see
about fifteen head of range cattle
tramping the little patch of alfalfa
now beginning to show green.

“We've got work to do here,” Ted
called back. “But I'll saddle a horse
for you.”

By that time Nellie was right on
the trail of that young man. “No
bronc,” she ordered, “and no burs
on the saddle blanket.”

“Just as you say. I'll give her
old Jake. Only thing wrong with
him is a tough mouth and a tender
hide.”

Angela eyed old Jake with con-
cern, as Ted threw on a saddle and
began to cinch it. “He looks sort
of harmless,” she said. “But I've
heard that broncs can appear mighty
docile till aroused.”

“Here you are,” said Ted, and he
threw the reins at her feet. “Per-
haps 1'd better lead him over to a
soft spot,” he said with a grimace.

Then, gingerly, she picked up the
reins and clutched the horn—sud-
denly sprang into the saddle, dug
her heels into Jake's ribs, called
“Yip-i-i-i” and was away like the
wind. Jake hadn't traveled that fast
for the last nine years.

Nellie gave Ted a good look. “No,
I didn't,” he answered. “But there’s
a wire hanging to one stirrup that
may act like a spur.”

As far as Angela was concerned,
the spur and Jake’s tender hide were
a help rather than a hindrance.

“1 might have known,” said Nellie
to herself, “with her father an army
captain—cavalry horses-—--—-" As she
saw her whirl the old cow horse
about and get those cattle on the
chase to the range leading into the
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foothills which sloped from the
river, she thought, “She’s no weak-
ling for all her white skin and baby
hair.”

She wanted to call every one of
those men to see this performance,
but a galloping messenger inter-
rupted. Sheep were coming across
that stock bridge.

The men were off in a flash—were
back almost as soon, much more
talkative than usual. Rico Ferenzi,
swarthy manager for the biggest
sheep company, had been there, was
stationed behind a rock with rifle
aimed, ready to snipe each rider as
he came through the narrow gap—
and Rico was a crack shot.

Bart's red stallion was the first to
make the defiant dash. At the same
moment Ferenzi’'s rifle had fallen
from his hand. Some one had man-
aged to get around to that side al-
ready and had sent a bullet through
his wrist.  With their leader
wounded and Bart leading the at-
tack, the herders scattered like their
sheep. Bart had a certain reputa-
tion, and it wasn't exactly healthy
—for them.

But who had got that bead on
Rico? They would sure pass the
hat and buy him a silver-mounted
saddle. Each puncher was ques-
tioned as he rode in, but not one
could claim the credit. About that
time old Jake came galloping into
the corral and Angela was seen
going into her cabin.

“I'll just bet that little mutt did
it,” said Nellie, puffing up like a pea-
cock and wanting to say, “I told you
so all the time.” A unanimous hoot
silenced her.

THE HOOT, however, gave way
to some concern the next day when
the men, riding in for dinner, saw
Angela out at her woodpile—a great
white bandage around her head.

While reaching for a stick, one hand
went up, felt around the cloth as if
the pain were intense.

With a flying leap Bart was over
the corral fence, had the girl, in his
arms, and was bringing her to the
ranch house. “Give her some din-
ner, Nellie, then we must get her in
to a doctor,” he said, arranging his
light burden on a chair as tenderly
as if she were a fragile china doll.

Nellie obeyed the order with
alacrity, motivated by joy rather
than great worry. True, Angela’s
face was flushed, her eyes feverishly
bright. But this only revealed that
Bart’s strong arms had made an im-
pression not in the least unpleasant.

Then the wounded heroine was
asked directly how the injury was
incurred. Only a coy, enigmatic,
little smile answered.

“She’'d brag about it if she was
the one,” Ted whispered to Nellie.
But Nellie wasn't so sure about that.

After eating a good meal for any
one in a very serious condition, An-
gela jumped up, flung the white
cloth from her head and exposed a
scalp covered with—curling papers.
“Thanks, Mr. Bart, for the good
square meal and free taxi service,”
she announced with a dramatic wave
of her arm.

It was so funny that everybody—
except Ted—howled, Bart made a
dash for her. “Why you little rap-

scallion—1I'll make you chop wood
to earn that meal.” He laughed.
“Oh, well, 1 can,” she boasted.

“My hands aren’t quite so soft now.”
And she held up little blistered
hands for his inspection.

For just a moment a tender look
came into his eyes, as if he wanted
to take the swollen fingers into his
own and Kkiss the bruises away.
Then, suddenly, remembering that
he had forgotten himself, Bart cut
her off with a biting, “Be sure and
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get your curls made first. We em-
ploy no one who hasn't primped for
at least two hours. When your
hands get as red as that stuff you
have on your nails, we might con-
sider letting you manicure the
horses’ hoofs.” He turned on his
heel and went back to the table.

For a moment Angela stood try-
ing to grasp this sudden change.
Then, she took a dollar from her
pocket and threw it at him. “I can
still pay my way. When | can't, I'll
work my nails till they're this red
with blood, before I'll ask you for
help!” And she flounced out the
door.

“So!” Ted was sneering at Bart.
“She got shot in the head sniping
sheep-herders! Curl papers! Fat
chance we’'ll have chasing her off
with you carrying her around on a
pillow!”

“You don’'t need to worry about

me,” Bart said. ‘T il admit she fooled
me, but she didn't beguile me. Just
take care of yourself. I'm surprised
you've stayed away from her this

long.”

“Who? Me? 1I'd lay a brickbat
over her head if she wasn't a
woman.”

“Oh, both of you go lay an egg,”
said Nellie, still certain that, curl
papers or not, Angela had done that
shooting.

DURING the big round-up which
followed, the women were alone
most of the time and did much visit-
ing back and forth. Even after-
ward the habit was not broken. An-
gela often ran over, ignoring Ted’s
youthful impertinence, and not
seeming to notice Pa's sidelong
glances—for he didn’t intend to get
right hostile until she started fenc-
ing down by the bridge. But she
made it a point never to appear when
Bart was about.

Then, one day late in the fall,
Nellie saw her putting bags into her
car. Soon she was tooting her horn

“Nobody could take her homestead from

her!

She’d show that yellow skunk!
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in front of the ranch house. “lI've
served enough for one term,” she an-
nounced. “Have it all counted up
on my fingers and toes. If | get
back by midnight on the night of
April 7th, I'll be in no danger of
losing my rights.” And, waving a
gay good-by, she added, “You'll
probably hear me sail in about
11:59.”

“Well,” said Ted, “if not getting
back by midnight of April 7th will
make her lose her rights, she’ll not
sail in at 11:59—or many hours
later.” He stalked into the house
and put acircle around April 7th on
the calendar.

“So,” Nellie tried to shame him,
“on April 7th our heavyweight
champion will defend his title.”

“This was all just a whim,” said
Pa. “We’'ll never see her again.”

“One whiff of the city will cure
her wild urge,” was Bart's cynical
comment. “She won't be back.”

“You're darn right she won’'t be
back,” came forth with such finality
from Ted that no one felt equal to
resuming the argument.

But something inside of Nellie
kept saying, “If Angela Sherwood
says she’s going to sail in at 11:59
on April 7th, she'll be sailing in.”

When that encircled date was
eventually reached, she said not a
word, as Ted drove off in the family
car. He wouldn't hurt the girl, she
was sure of that. Still, as the hours
wore on, she had to admit she was
relieved when Bart got into his car
and followed Ted.

At 11:55, approaching lights sent
her and Pa scurrying to the door—
but it wasn’'t Angela’s roadster. It
was the old McClannahan bus stop-
ping out there in the road. So Ted
had managed something, Nellie told
herself, and felt a sinking feeling in-
side. What had he done with her?

She beat Pa out to the car to get

the details, whui, lo and behold, it
was Angela who stepped out, her
blond hair shining like silver in the
moonlight.

“Your little boy Ted may be late
in getting home,” she said to Nellie.

“Come on over here and give an
account of yourself,” came the an-
swer with mocking severity.

“Oh, no. You come over this way.
I have to have one foot on my own
fair land.”

Flitting like a butterfly, she led
them over to her land then, turning,
explained, “He staged a pretty good
holdup, but a black handkerchief
isn't a total disguise—especially
with the back of his car showing be-
hind the rocks. After he had taken
time to shoot all four tires and start
his kidnaping, | decided to—Ilet him
walk!”

JUST what had happened? Had
she used those guns? Angela would
be the last to tell if she had------

Nellie’s wonderings were broken
by the sound of another car coming
around the cut in the hill. It was
Bart with Ted. Just how was Ted
going to take this defeat?—Nellie
wondered.

She wasn't long in finding out.
Here he came, waving a white hand-
kerchief straightened out between
his hands. “I surrender,” he said in
an exaggerated meek falsetto. Then
he promptly added, “Heard you had
tire trouble on the road, Angela. I'll
be over early in the morning to take
you in and get it fixed.”

The McClannahan tribe were
knocked speechless by this turning
of the tables. But the young lady
addressed seemed to be prepared,
even expecting it. “0O. K., Theo-
dore. I'll be armed to the teeth,”
she said. And this remark con-
stituted the signing of the armistice.
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As they walked over home Pa said,
"So at last you let the petticoat win
out, Ted.”

“Bet your sweet life | haven't,” re-
torted that young scapegrace. "l’'ve
merely outlined a new method of
attack. If I can't win by war it will
have to be by love. And, by golly,
we’ll add that land to our spread if
I have to marry the girl!”

Nor was there any doubt as to his
change of tactics. He began to take
her to the country dances, order
candy with the supplies. But when
he broke his favorite sorrel colt and
presented it to her, Nellie knew that
as far as Ted was concerned he was
going to make his boast good. Some-
how she was sorry that the war was
over.

"You'd better lay off trifling with
her affections,” Bart told him
sharply. Bart's face had set again
in that cast-iron sternness. It made
Nellie doubly sure that he cared
for Angela and had forgotten the
teacher. It was only a crucified
pride that kept him from again wear-
ing his heart on his sleeve..

"Oh, I'm not your one-woman
man,” Ted returned lightly. “Why
not marry her? She has money,
brains, good looks------ "

“—and land that you want,”
added to the list.

“Everything but love,” Nellie was
saying to herself. Angela didn't
love Ted. But her life in military
circles had never had a dull moment,
and she loved a good time. It would
be hard to resist his attentions. Still,
she’'s had plenty of experience with
men, Nellie decided. She isn’'t going
to let a youngster like Ted sweep
her off her feet.

But in trying to sound her out
nothing tangible came of it. “Well,
one thing I'm going to have,” An-
gela said with emphasis, "is a per-

Bart

manent home. |I've been battered
around long enough. That's why |
came out here.”

“Yes, but you want to be sure you
know it's the right partner. Look at
Bart now. That teacher thought he
was O. K. while she was out here,
led him on. He even built a house
for her—cut every stone himself

" Nellie checked her furious

outburst. “But maybe | shouldn’t

“Oh, Ted told me. 1 couldn’t help
but notice the house as we rode by,
only stone one in the country.
That rose-tinted native stone m
lovely there among the cotton-
woods.” Then she changed the sub-
ject so easily, so courteously, that
not the slightest offense was given—
nor the slightest inkling of what she
thought of either Bart or Ted.

AND it wasn't just idle curiosity
on Nellie’'s part, either. Angela
should get married. It was danger-
ous for her to live there alone. Rico
Ferenzi had been wild since the
shooting episode, made boasts that
didn’t sound any too good. A guard
was kept at the stock bridge all
the time now. But that Rico was a
sly one.

It was on one of Ted’'s days to
guard that Nellie saw sheep coming
over the range. Ted had not come
to give the signal, had not done any
shooting to give warning. That was
bad. Calling to Angela to be on the
lookout, Nellie saddled a horse, got
a rifle and started out.

In a trice Angela was by her side.
"Go on back, child. This is no place
for you,” warned Nellie. But she re-
ceived only a scathing look in re-
turn.

Knowing what would happen
should they ride around the nar-
row gap, they tied their horses and
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climbed the rocky hill that lay be-
tween them and the bridge. Nellie’'s
weight interfered with her climbing.
Angela sprinted ahead, reached the
top. “Get down,” ordered Nellie.
“They’ll take a pot shot at you.” But
Angela was crawling out to the edge
of aprojecting cliff so that she could
see below.

Just then Nellie passed an opening
made by a balancing rock, heard a
big voice saying, “So they think only
cattlemen can hold a necktie party!”
A great roaring laugh followed.

That could be no other than Rico
Ferenzi, Nellie was sure, as she
craned her neck through the small
opening.

One terrified look! They had
Ted's head in a noose, and Rico held
a quirt ready to cut the horse so
that it would jump from under her
boy. The quirt cracked sharply; the
horse jumped, and tore up the road
at lightning speed. But at the same
time there came the crack of a rifle.
Ted went with his horse, and a pow-
der-smoked rope dangled from the
cottonwood.

It had been a long time since Nel-
lie had felt any tears on her cheek,
and she had to wipe them off
quickly, for that little go-getter was
crawling back.

“We've got to make tracks,” she
was saying. “But | got in one good
crack before they saw me.”

The two sneaked down a ravine
which was so perilous that it seemed
safe. Angela was ahead again, and,
hanging to a stunted currant bush,
was making her way round a curve,
when a heavy hand grabbed her gun,
then seized her. “So you’'re the little
sharpshooter they keep in the hills
around here. Pretty little guerrilla,
too. Much too pretty to leave in a
canyon.”

It was Rico. Nellie knew only

too well what those words meant.
It would be far better for the girl
if her body were tossed into a can-
yon, He hadn't seen the older
woman, but it was all she could do
to hang to the mountainside. It was
useless to think of trying to shoot.

She heard the rocks falling as he
crashed down around to the other
side. “Get those sheep through
now,” he ordered the men. Then a
horse galloped madly away.

Before Nellie could turn around,
the hoofs of another horse were
heard—faster, more thundering.
They could belong to no other ani-
mal than Bart's red stallion. Nellie
felt a quickening surge of strength,
clambered to a place where she
could see.

Rico was turned in the saddle,
emptying his gun at the oncoming
rider. Bart was gaining but didn't
dare to shoot for fear of killing the
girl. Yet the red stallion went closer
and closer into the open fire. It
must have been the fighting girl in
Rico’s arm that destroyed his aim,
for it was plain to be seen he was
going to hold her to protect him-
self.

Nellie’'s knees turned to rubber;
her teeth clenched so hard that they
hurt. What could happen? Rico
had the strength of a bull, was a
crack shot, could use a knife—and
he wouldn’t care what happened to
the girl.

THEY were far in the distance
now, up the road that ran like a
white ribbon for miles. Their forms
became specks, but were still dis-
tinct as Nellie watched Bart make a
flying leap from his horse and land
on Rico’s neck. The horse reared;
then all was a whirling cloud of
dust.

At the same time sounds of an-
other battle were heard—on the
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range. They would put these herd-
ers and their sheep to rout—but Bart
down there on the road—Angela!
What had ever possessed her to
stand there so long! Was she in
her dotage? She was not! And
fairly falling down the hillside she
swung into her saddle, gouged the
spirited roan and made straight for
the thick of the battle, to summon
help.

Rocks flew as they skirted the hog-
back, came out to the main road—
only to look out upon a peaceful
valley. A cloud of dust showed that
the cattlemen had finished their
work and had already started for
home. She could never catch them.
There was no time to waste, and,
clutching her rifle, she whirled the
roan toward that other battling
ground. Soon she saw the red stal-
lion coming up the road. Angela
was in the saddle. Broad shoulders
rose above her, and long legs dangled
behind.

“ls that Bart you've got under
the dirt back of you?” Nellie asked
her. Out in this country it wasn't
ethical to show any feeling at a time
like this,

Angela was quick to catch on.
“Yeah, thought 1'd better bring him
home so his mama could wash his
face and put him to bed. He’'d bet-
ter call it a day.” She turned her
face up toward him with that little
smile which Nellie couldn’t see how
any one could resist.

And then, through the dirt, Bart
actually showed a row of teeth.
“You didn't do such a bad day's
work yourself,” he paid her tribute.

Bart's smile was no fade-out. It
did things to her eyes, her face, her
hair, until a halo seemed to sur-
round her. At last Bart didn’t think
she was a sissy!

Some of the glow reached Nellie.
Bart had found out—at last Bart
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had found out—what she had wanted
him to realize! The glow spread
through her whole body. OIld? She
felt like a schoolgirl. Her boys
were safe—and her girl. Yes, her
girl, for Bart surely wouldn’'t hold
off now.

But even his mother, with all her
intuition, couldn’t account for Bart,
and her spirits suffered a slow leak
after she heard Angela say, “Before
we reach the others | do want you
to know how much | appreciate your
It was so—you were----- ” Bart
quickly cut her off with, “Oh, it was
no more than | would have done for
any woman,” to let her know at once
that there was no personal interest.
It had a final, settled ring. One girl
had made a fool of him—that was
enough.

Nellie watched the halo fade—saw
a tired little girl walk slowly to her
cabin, not caring for the cheers that
the group of men had for her, nor
the high-flung words of praise that
Ted would give unsparingly.

And if Ted had been the attentive
lover before, he now became a de-
voted one. There was nothing he
wouldn’t do for her. She must marry
him at once, he decided. It wasn't
safe for her to live there alone. Rico
Ferenzi's death would be avenged;
more than ever the sheepmen realized
the vantage point in possessing that
land, would stop at nothing to get
it. So, all things taken together—
he’d be twenty-one in a few days,
could now file himself—well, she'd
just have to marry him—or else!

That “or else” was almost too
much for Nellie. Ted might like
Angela, but it was the land he
loved. So when he dressed up one
night, said he was calling on his
girl and they could look for an an-
nouncement in the morning, Nellie
trembled. He was so sure of him-
self.
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SLEEP simply wouldn't come to
her as she lay wondering. Angela
loved Bart, she knew, had begged for
his attention in a hundred little ways.
But although his bitterness had left
after that one day, he was always
too polite, and Angela had given up.
It was a lonely country for a girl,
and there was no making light of
the danger. Her determination, too,
to have a permanent home—just
might sway her.

She thought she heard a car drive
away from the little house. Had
they decided to elope? That would
be Ted’s harebrained idea. But
Angela—Nellie still tried to trust in
her good judgment.

An hour or two passed. Then she
saw a light reflected in her mirror.
It moved—flickering—so it couldn’t
be the moon. Nellie jumped up and

looked out. “Bart!” she called, run-
ning by his room. “Angela's cabin
is on fire!”

Had the girl refused Ted and he
had done this for revenge? Nellie
tried to think no son of hers could
ever have done such a thing. It
must have been sheepmen.

Bart had dashed ahead. “Angel!
Angel!” she heard him call frantic-
ally, not realizing that he was giving
away the name he alone must have
called her. Slowing down to give
her thumping heart a rest, Nellie
watched as he got a block of wood,
crashed in the bedroom window. He
was starting to rush right into the
flames—when Angela came from be-
hind the house, carrying a suitcase.

Nellie stepped back a iittle into
the shadows. With Angela and Bart

between her and the flames she
missed no nice detail. Bart seized
Angela, held her closely to him.
“You're all right? What hap-
pened?" he asked.

There was no struggle to release
herself, Nellie noticed, as Angela
explained, “1 didn't know what this
was all about till to-night. | thought
all of Ted’'s pranks were just thef
regular initiation for a tenderfoot
—when | found out how much this
place meant to him---—-- Why! He
even asked to marry me!”

“And you”’—Bart's voice became
steeled—"you couldn’t marry a mere

rancher!” He dropped her as if she
were a hot potato.
But Angela returned steel for

steel. “Why shouldn’t a rancher
marry a rancher? But why Ted?
He's already gone into file on my
land!” Then her eyes began to
soften; that begging look came into
them. Something about his hurt
face, his pained eyes, must have
made her understand why he was so
afraid of himself. “But this
rancher’—and her voice was as soft
as her eyes—*“set fire to her old
She prefers to live In a
stone house, in the trees, farther up
the river.”

Her eyes got bigger and bigger.
Nellie made up her mind that if Bart
didn’t do something about that she’d
turn him over her knee.

But no substitution was necessary.
The way his face lighted------
“Well,” said Nellie to herself, “if it
takes a house afire to kindle that
flame, let it burn to the ground!”
And with that she turned herself
about and high-tailed it for home.

NOTICE— This magazine contains new
stories only. No reprints are used.



A-ridin' Double On
Tin Cup
by PECOS PETE

Thet female dude, Miss Gloria,
She alius looks th’ other way
When | am anywhur around------
Leastways, she does until thet day
I finds her two miles from th’ ranch
A-settin’ forlorn on th’ ground.
Says |I: “Yuh mebbe lost yore hoss?”
"He ran off home.” | likes th’ sound
Of her voice— most nigh tells her so.
“Waal, climb up on muh paint, Tin Cup;
He’ll carry double well as not.”
Without a word she vaults right up.
Plum nonchalant | speaks out then;
“Yuh’d best jest put yore two arms so,”
An’ 1 shows her how they should go.
She catches on like I’'s her beau.
Now some pokes like tuh court their gals
A-spendin’ an’ a-showin’ up
But I've found out | do right well
A-ridin’ double on Tin Cup!



It's by force— not choice—that

THE LADY

RETREATS

by Mary L. Garvin

NCES are usually put up for
FEa purpose. Sometimes it's to

keep somebody in or some-
body out; not infrequently, it's the
neighbor’s dog or his children. But
occasionally, some one puts up a
fence out of downright cussedness,
like Jed Grimm did, and the trouble
begins!

This particularly green and dew-
ish spring morning, Cynthia Scott
came out the rear door of her sprawl-
ing cottage and strode off toward
the huge cow barn. A blue turtle-
necked sweater hugged her from
slender throat to trim waist. Brown
breeches and boots completed her
garb. Her hair, coppery in the sun-
shine, was ruffled, but was decidedly
becoming at that. She was eating,
with all the smacking enjoyment of
a child, a big red apple.

She was about halfway across the
cow lot, kicking up little clouds of
dust with every step, when Gibson
came out of the milk house carrying
two huge pails. Gibson, who had
practically been her nursemaid in
the early days on her father’s ranch,
and who was now her foreman on
this Middle West Guernsey project,
was a big fellow, plenty tough-look-
ing.

Cynthia hailed him with a flourish
of the half-eaten apple.

He stopped at once and put down
the pails. “Yer outa th’ hay early,
ain'tcha, Cinnie?” he asked, shift-
ing the wad of tobacco in his jaw.

Cynthia nodded, swallowed a

mouthful of apple.
thing?” she asked.

“Fine. Pride O’ My Heart horned
her calf this momin’ about two. Doc
wuz here.”

“A heifer?” asked the girl.

“Yep. Marked dang near perfect,
I'd say. Wanta see 'er?”

Cynthia bit a chunk out of the ap-
ple, aimed the core at a sparrow on
the fence and missed. “Did doc see
the Chief before he left?” she asked.

“Yep.”

Cynthia looked at him sharply.

The man shifted uneasily on his
feet and squinted his eyes. “That
leg’s no better an’ it ain!t gonna be,”
he said, and spat into the dust.

“Did doc say that?”

“Yep.”

The girl frowned and caught her
lip under her even white teeth. A
convulsive tremor shook her throat;
her eyes blinked hard. “All right,”

“How’s every-

she said. “You and doc arrange it.
I—1'd rather not know how or
when,”

For a little while there was noth-
ing except a cheerful song from the
full throat of a tiny wren perched
outside her house above them.

“He can't get well, Cinnie,” Gibson
said at last, and he was just as full
of grief as the girl. Losing the prize
Guernsey herd bull was breaking the
hearts of both of them.

“1 know.”

“Have ya thought about gettin’ an-
other one?”



“1 might get Winslow the Fourth
from Hillsdale Farm.”

“Doubt if ya could, Cinnie.”

“Why?”

“We-II"—Gibson scratched his
shaggy head, pushing up his battered
hat—“things sorta changed o’er at
Hillsdale lately. A feller name of
Grimm’s taken o’er the whole she-
bang—Ilock, stock an’ barrel. 1 heard
as how he's a hard feller to deal
with."

Cynthia regarded Gibson stead-
fastly for a few seconds. “Dad al-
ways said every man has his price,”
she reminded him. “I'll bet I can
get Grimm’s bull!”

A lopsided smile spread on Gib-
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son’s weathered face. “More'n likely
you'll get his goat.” He chuckled.

“What's this Grimm person like?”

“Jes’ like he sounds, | reckon. A
tough hombre,” declared Gibson. “I
ain't saw 'im, but I've heard plenty!
Better steer clear o’ him, Cinnie.”

“Getting soft, Gibbie?”

“Mebbe. But I ain’'t quit oilin’ my
.38s.”

Cynthia Scott thrust her firm
round chin forward. She winked at
the old fellow. “We’'ll get his bull,
Gibbie,” she stated earnestly.

A LITTLE LATER, Cynthia
struck off across her land toward ad-
joining Hillsdale Farm. The morn-
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ing was conducive to meditation and
so it was that she came right up to
the fence before she actually saw it.
She stopped short, planted a hand
on each slim hip and stared at it.

As if stout woven wire and cement
posts were not enough, the fence
flashed such ominous warnings as:
"KEEP OUT,” “PRIVATE PROP-
ERTY,” "NO TRESPASSING,” and
"ANY PERSON CAUGHT TRES-
PASSING THIS PROPERTY
WILL BE PROSECUTED TO
THE FULL EXTENT OF THE
LAW.” Each and every one was
signed by the order of one "JED
GRIMM, OWNER.”

Cynthia never wasted time mak-
ing decisions. Her soft red lips set
in a firm line, she grabbed a private-
property sign and hoisted herself
over the fence.

"Hey, you!”

Cynthia whirled, almost losing her
balance, and stared at the man on
horseback coming toward her from
out of a grove of young maples.

“Don’t ‘hey’ me!” she called.

He was a big young fellow, hard-
muscled, not bad to look at, and
ruthless-looking. The expression on
his browned face, at the moment,
seemed to indicate that he thought
females were a severe ache in the
neck.

“Can’t you read those signs?” he
asked.

“1 don’t believe in signs.”

“Neither did the fellow who
crashed on an S curve.” He jerked
a thumb toward the fence. "You'd
better skadoodle back to where you
came from.”

Cynthia’'s dark eyes flashed be-

tween narrowed lids. “I'm not a
child!”
“Indeed, no!” he agreed. “You are

quite old enough to be arrested-—--
“And quite capable of paying
the fine, thank you!”

“Listen. Did you ever hear of
Jed Grimm? Didn’t any one ever
tell you that when he puts up a
sign or when he says anything---—-- "

Her laugh checked him. “I don't
believe there’s such a person,” she
said.

“Oh, you don't?”

“No!”

Her long lashes flew way up; she
retreated half a step; she squealed.
The next thing she knew she was flat
on her stomach across his horse, in
front of him, and he was riding for
the fence.

With no more regard than he
would have had for a sack of pota-
toes, he dumped her over and she
landed in the tall grass on her own
side of the smug fence.

For a minute or so she sprawled
there, unable to think or speak. Re-
covery, spurred by indignation,
finally got the upper hand. But by
Ihat time the young man was too far
away to hear what she said. She
looked after him. Her slim brown
fingers jerked an oak leaf from a low-
hanging bow. She thrust the stem
between her teeth and presently
swung around toward home.

ACCORDING to the Breeders’
Gazette, Jed Grimm lived in Oak
Hill, at a rather snooty-sounding ad-
dress. Sitting at her desk, Cynthia
gave the journal a healthy fling,
snatched up her pen, stabbed the ink
bottle, and wrote:

Dear Mr. Grimm:

When | attempted to visit your
farm this morning, for a strictly
business reason, I met with humili-
ating and unwarranted treatment at
the hands of one of your employees.

He was big and he was dark-com-
plexioned and his hair was kind of
wavy. He rode a black horse. |
presume it is his business to watch
out for trespassers, but where | came
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from there’s a big difference between
neighbors and trespassers. Tres-
passers out there get shot.

It isn't my fault that my land ad-
joins yours, but since it seems to, we
might, at least, be neighborly. Don’t
you think so?

My business at your place this
morning was about the young bull
out of Jeannette of Hillsdale, sired
by Winslow the Third. 1've had the
misfortune to lose my herd bull and |
want to buy Winslow the Fourth.
Fully realizing his worth, I'll make
you an offer of two thousand dol-
lars. Naturally, 1 don't expect you
to accept that, but what will you
take?

May | have an immediate and defi-
nite answer, please?

Very truly yours,
Cynthia Scott,
Scott’s Guernsey Farm.

A few minutes later she was in the
kitchen, checking the supplies with
her plump and pleasant housekeeper.

“Since | have to make this trip to

‘town this morning, | thought I might

as well get anything we happen to
need,” she explained, peering into
the sugar bin.

“There’s another sack of sugar in
the storehouse,” said Mrs. Mathews.
“Here’s a list of things I've jotted
down from time to time. Did you
aim to get the pineapple to-day?”

“1'll get a case,” said Cynthia, and
took the list. “Anything else you
can think of?”

“Well, I was just thinking that if
you had time and didn’'t mind, you
might get those baby things | want
to send to Jennie------ "

“I'll get them for you.
size?”

Mrs. Mathews laughed pleasantly.
“Oh, you get the very smallest for
a new baby, dear!” she said.

Cynthia finished scribbling items
on the grocery list, and, gathering up
her coin purse and keys, went out
the back door.

“Anything you want from town,

What

Gibbie?” she shouted, as she rolled
up the garage door.

“If ya ain’'t in sech a all-fired
hurry, ya ¢'n bring me some smokin’
and chawin’,” he yelled back.

She laughed, nodded her shining
head and disappeared into the ga-
rage. In a few seconds she drove
out the long, expensive, canary-col-
ored roadster, waved at Gibson and
flashed down the lane between the
rows of cottonwoods.

TOWARD NOON and homeward
bound, Cynthia checked up. “Gro-
ceries, baby clothes, stockings, and
tobacco,” she mentally ticked off her
purchases and finished with a flash
of determination in her eyes. “And
that letter is mailed to Jed Grimm,
darn him!”

The powerful car slipped around
curves, shot up hills, thundered
across little bridges and presently
she was skirting the wooded, rolling
acres of Hillsdale Farm. Remember-
ing the young man whose business
seemed to be spying on people, Cyn-
thia gave her attention to a lesser
landscape and therefore did not see
the big rock in the road.

The front right tire smacked its
sharp edge, bounced and whistled.
Cynthia stopped the car, got out and
surveyed the damage.

The tire was flat, all right—plenty
flat. Cynthia stared at the jagged
cut in its side, considered the dis-
tance home and sighed. Talk about
unlucky days!

From the rear end, she hauled out
a jack and a kit of tire tools. She
worked; she struggled; she per-
spired, and at the end of fifteen min-
utes she had the front axle up on the
jack and staying there. At least,
from where she was, under the front
end of the car, it looked as if it was
going to stay put’ this time. .
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“Hey, there!
help.”

Cynthia wriggled, knocked her
head against the bumper, and finally
got up. Her soft lips pressed into a
tight line.

“Not from you,” she said.

Tying his black horse to a young
sapling, the young man turned a lit-
tle and flashed a smile in her direc-
tion. “Suit your own sweet self,” he
said. Strolling across the road, he
sat down on the grassy bank. “I'll
just sit here and watch you.”

Cynthia gave him a scathing look,
turned her back on him, emptied the
tools out of the kit and attacked the
wheel with businesslike vigor. It
was a wonder that the tender young
leaves thereabouts did not droop and
die in the icy atmosphere.

Holding the wheel steady with one
hand, she fitted the wrench on a lug
nut and gave it a terrific yank. Too
much! The wrench slipped off; her
hand slipped down, and the two met
with a smash.

“Oh-h-h!” She plopped the
bruised and throbbing thumb into
her mouth and sank back on her
heels.

The young man didn’t say a word.
He just got up and went to work
changing the tire.

Nursing her injured digit, Cynthia
watched him. After a while, natural
curiosity overcame her resentment.

“Why did you throw me over that
fence?” she asked.
“You asked for it.”

She pondered that, flushed a lit-
tle, and tried a new approach: “I'm
surprised you'd work for a man like
Jed Grimm.”

“What's wrong with Grimm?”

“Oh, what's wrong with any one
who would put up a ridiculous fence
like that and plaster it all over with
horrible signs? Why, he isn’'t hu-

I can see you need
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man. He’s an ogre! He’'s a Simon
Legree!”

“Think so0?”

"I'll bet if you'd admit it, you're
not so keen about working for him
yourself,” she accused.

“The wages are all right.” He
grinned at her and Cynthia was sud-
denly glad she had had the flat tire.

“How would you like to work for
me?”

Busy tightening the last lug, he
gave her an amused glance, and said,
“I'll think it over.”

As he gathered up the scattered
tools, Cynthia opened the door, re-
arranged her bundles and boxes and
slid under the steering wheel.

The man came around to her side.
“Everything’s all set.”

Her smile was ample reward.
“Don’t forget what | asked you,” she
reminded him. “I really meant it.
I think you'd like working at Scott’s
farm.”

“You'll hear from me,” he prom-
ised, and his look of amusement and
understanding made Cynthia won-
der, thrilled, if he had been referring
to the job!

WHISTLING HAPPILY, she
hopped out of the car, motioned for
Gibson, and started unloading her
purchases. Gibson ambled up, eye-
ing her knowingly.

“We-11," he said, bending to pick
up a box of groceries, “it's either
a new man, a new cow or a new bon-
net.”

Cynthia laughed, poked a box at
him. “Smarty!”

“We-11, ain’'t it th’ fact?”

"No talkee,” she answered. “But
if a great, big, good-looking brute
comes around here asking for me,
Gibbie, lasso an’ tie him!”

As they walked toward the cot-
tage, Gibson said, “Doc took the
Chief away a little while ago.”
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The words had a sobering effect

on the girl. A spasm of pain crossed
her clear features. “It's all—over,
Gibbie?” she asked.

“l reckon by now,” answered the
old cattleman simply. “I didn't have
no hankerin’ to know how or when
either, Cinnie.”

-Cynthia didn’t say anything. She
slipped an arm across his back and
patted him twice. That was all.

But the day and its troubles were
not yet over.
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It was a startling

discovery. Why,

that horrible Jed

Grimm wasn't hor-

rible at all! He
was—

Busy at her desk, Cynthia glanced
up when Mrs. Mathews came into
her office that afternoon.

“1 guess you forgot the things for
the baby, Cynthia,” said the woman.

“No, | bought them, Mattie.”

Mrs. Mathews smiled apologeti-
cally. “I didn't find them with the
other things,” she said.

“Oh, surely------ " Cynthia rose
swiftly and went with Mrs. Mathews.
“Maybe the package is still in the
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But it wasn't. Nor was it in the
house when they searched again
there, nor in the yard.

FOR all the rain and gloom next
day, Cynthia refused to be idle or
disgruntled. She worked in the
soft, steady rain, transplanting
flowers from the basement hothouse
to various boxes and plots around
the cottage.

She was still working outside,
epruning the wistaria to be exact,
when the man brought a letter. He
drove a shambles of a car and was
a stranger to her, but he knew what
he was supposed to do.

“l got a letter here for Miss Cyn-
thia Scott,” he said, “an’ | ain’t sup-
posed to deliver it to no one else.”

“I'm Cynthia Scott,” she said.

“0. K., then.” He handed the let-
ter over. “I'd likely get skinned if
I made any mistake.”

Right then Cynthia knew the let-
ter was from Jed Grimm. “Well,
you haven't made any mistake and if
he ever skins you, just come over

here and I'll give you a job,” she
told the man.
“Yes, ma’am. I'll remember that,

ma’am.”

Sighing a little, Cynthia went into
the house with her letter. Shed
hoped that some one else would
come over to-day—not to bring a
letter, but, well, just to come.

Stripped of her wet clothes and
wrapped in a soft robe, Cynthia
curled up in the living room and
opened Jed Grimm'’s letter.

Dear Miss Scott:

I hope this reply is fast enough and
definite enough to please you: |
won't sell that young bull and, be-
sides, two thousand isn't enough.

Due to your recommendation of
the young man, I am seriously think-
ing of raising his wages. His job
is to put provocative young ladies in
their proper places and help lovely
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young ladies change tires. But un-
til 1 heard from you, | didn't know
he was doing so well.

Neither is it my fault that my land
adjoins yours, but since it does, can't
we be more than neighbors?

Very truly yours,
Jed Grimm.

She read it four times, and the
last time, something clicked far back
in her mind and her face burned.
Jed Grimm, of course. What a fool
she’d been—offering him a job, tell-
ing him what she thought of him,
Jed Grimm! Carefully, deliber-
ately, she tore the letter into scraps
and flung them into the fireplace.
“Well, Mr. Grimm,” she softly ad-
dressed the crackling fire, “you’re in
for a nice surprise.”

THOUGH THE DAY had been
dark and gloomy, it couldn’'t hold
a candle to that night. There never
was a blacker night, and there was
still a light, steady rain. Shortly
after eleven o’clock, Cynthia called
the bunk house. Gibson’s voice,
heavy with sleep, came on the wire.

“Gibbie! Canyou hear me? . . |,
Well, listen. Are you awake?

All right, then. Get Bill and Don
and the three of you come up to
the house right away. Bring the
small truck and stop at the side door.
Did you get that? No!
That's right. Move fast!”

She was waiting, when they drove
up. Dressed in shirt, breeches and
boots, a light polo coat, and topped
by a soft felt hat pulled low over
one eye, she stepped out into the
light and motioned them back into
the truck.

"What's up?” asked Gibson
roughly.

"Cattle rustlin’,” she replied.
"Hillsdale Farm.”

“Cinnie! What's wrong with ya?

This ain't old Wyoming, girl!”
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“He who backs out is no man!”

“All right!" sighed Gibson. “Is
it th’ bull or are ya rustlin’ th’ whole
darned herd?”

There was no answer. Gibson
meshed the gears and let the truck

“Tell me why yer doin’ it, Cinnie.”

“You saw that fence he put up?”
she asked.

“Yep.”

“He threw me over that fence, put
me off his land, made a fool of me.”

“1 reckon | see.” Gibson sighed.
After a while, he asked, “What ya
aimin’ to do with the bull?”

“Make a fool of Jed Grimm. If |
know him, he’'ll accuse us—roe—
right off of taking him. There'll
be tracks, you know. But when he
finds his bull it will be on his own
land.”

“l reckon | see.”

As they turned into the tree-bor-
dered lane which led to the barns
of Hillsdale Farm, Cynthia quickly
switched off the lights and told Gib-
son to stop the truck.

“All of you stay here,” she com-
manded. “l can get him out alone.”

And despite Gibson'’s protests, she
did go on alone through the dark-
ness.

Unexpectedly, the door to the huge
barn was unlocked. She pocketed
her flashlight and slipped quietly
inside. There was warmth and the
familiar smell of ensile, milk and
animal heat. For abare instant, she
played a beam of light on the two
long rows of stalls and sleek, fine
cows. Then she made her way cau-
tiously, in darkness, toward the
doors at the end of the aisle. Noise-
lessly, she-opened one of them and
crossed the threshold.

Subdued voices and a light halted
her.

“What do you think now, doc?”
asked a voice, low and familiar.
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Cynthia moved along the wall
until she could see into that open
stall, without being seen.

Doc was there—so was the man
she now knew was Jed Grimm. Doc
was squatting, his back toward her.
Jed Grimm was on his knees in the
thick straw, putting hot applica-
tions, steaming and wet, on the leg
of a great, heaving, glistening ani-
mal.

Cynthia felt hysteria rising in her
throat; she socked a fist into her
mouth; the tears rolled down her
pale cheeks. It was the Chief!
The Chief!

“l don't know how you did it,
Jed, but that bull is going to pull
through.”

Jed Grimm turned a perspiring
and dirty face toward the old veteri-
nary, He grinned. “I couldn’'t see
him go, doc,” he said. “He was
worth trying to save. Once before
I used hot epsom-salt compresses
and saved a cow.”

“If you hadn’t met me this morn-
ing, he'd have been a goner------ "

Stumbling blindly, weeping softly,
Cynthia Scott got out of Jed
Grimm’s barn.

Gibson didn't ask any questions.
He started the motor, backed out
of the lane and drove for home.

“The—the Chief,” Cynthia told
him, sobbing, “is all right. He's
going to—to be all right! Oh, Gib-
bie, Gibbiel”

The old cattleman’s heart swelled
with gladness; but he was wise
enough to ask no questions, to wait
until she would tell him the rest.

THERE WAS never a brighter
morning. All the countryside was a
new and brilliant green, washed
clean and sweet-smelling. Outside
Cynthia’s bedroom window an oriole
warbled, until Cynthia, seeing it,
feared for its lungs.
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Almost at once, she thought of
the Chief and her lips and eyes
softened, not so much from knowing
the Chief was going to be well, but
from remembering Jed Grimm bent
over him, wringing steaming towels
and wrapping them around the sore
and swollen leg.

Mrs. Mathews opened the door and
came in. “Get dressed, dear!” she
whispered excitedly. “Gibson says
he’s lassoed and tied that young man
you were expecting!”

“Not really, Mattie?” asked Cyn-
thia in alarm. She rolled out of bed
and began dressing. “For Heaven's
sake, go take him away from Gibbie
and bring him in the house!”

The plump lady chuckled. “Oh,
he’s sittin’ in the parlor, all right,
dear. But Gibson’s guarding the
front steps with a lasso in hand.”

“Oh.” Cynthia sighed with relief
and snatched up garments from all
quarters. “What would you wear,
Mattie?” she queried anxiously. “I
mean, do | look better in blue or tan

“Put on your yellow linen, dear.”

Cynthia glanced up from fastening
her stockings and urged, “Go talk
to him, Mattie. Do something!
Don’t let him go away until | get
there! I'll hurry.”

“I'll do my best to entertain him,
but Gibson'll see that he doesn’t get
away!”

HE SLOWLY unwound his long
legs and got up from the divan when
Cynthia came into the living room.
She was instantly aware of how tired
he looked—the dark smudges under
his eyes and the strained lines around
his mouth—and her heart gave a lit-
tle twist.

“I'm afraid | came over too early
for you,” he said.

“No! I should have been up hours
ago.”
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As self-conscious as a schoolgirl,
Cynthia couldn’t think of a thing to
say to ease the situation and take
the formality out of it. Her wits
were congealed; her manners were
forgotten.

Turning a little, he took a package
from the divan. “You dropped this
in the road the other day. 1 didn't
have a chance to bring it over until
now.”

“So, that's where | lost it!” she
said, and would have taken it, except
that the string gave way to three
days’ strain and baby clothes scat-
tered on the rug between them,

“Oh!” Cynthia gasped.

Jed Grimm cocked an eyebrow and
looked from the floor to her.

“They're for Mrs. Mathews’
daughter in Ohio,” she said hastily,
stooping to retrieve them and hide
her embarrassment.

“Oh!”

She glanced up at him. Formality
vanished. They both burst out
laughing and Jed helped her gather
up the soft little things.

It was easy after that to curl up
in a corner of the divan, facing him
at the other end.

Jed looked at her with a glint
of triumph in his dark eyes and said
carelessly, “Do you still want to
buy Winslow?”

“Why—I don’t know.”

“Or are you satisfied that the
Chief will be able to come home in
a few days?”

Cynthia stared at him in amaze-
ment. “How did you know that?”

“You've a habit of leaving a trail
a mile wide,” he told her, laughing,
and leaned toward her to hand over
the feed invoice in her name. “It
dropped out of your pocket, I sup-
pose. But what 1'd like to know
is what were you up to, anyway?”

Cynthia’s lovely face caught some
of the sparkle from her eyes. “I'll



THE LADY

tell you, if you'll tell me why you
put up that awful, fence,” she bar-
gained.

“It isn't an awful fence. It's a per-
fectly good, sound and substantial
fence,” he disagreed, grinning.

“The signs are terrible!”

“Look. When | heard | was going
to live next door to a lady from the
wild and woolly West, | put up that
fence out of downright cussedness;
to let her know | didn't want her
stampeding all over my place.”

“1 found that out,” said Cynthia.

“The lady | had in mind was not
you. She was a horsy creature with
whiskers, who’d be nothing except a
pain in the neck.”

“Well, wasn't 1?”

“Not by a long shot!”

“l mean, a pain in the neck,” said
Cynthia.

“Oh, decidedly!”

“Well!” Cynthia stuck out her
chin, but her eyes danced. “So,
that's what you think of me?"

Siftin'
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Suddenly, there was no space at all
between them on the divan, and Jed
was regarding her in a way that
quickened her pulses. “Shall 1 tell
you what | think of you?” he asked.

Cynthia avoided looking at him;
she attempted to skirt the danger
zone. “When do you think the Chief
will be able to come home?” she
asked a trifle breathlessly.

“The lady retreats,” accused Jed,
laughing softly.

Cynthia looked at him with eyes
wide and starry. “Does she?” was
her soft challenge.

A little later, Gibson popped in
the doorway, squinted at Cynthia
and Jed, and said, “1 come in to tell
ya, Cinnie, | can’'t wait no longer
to lasso and tie that young feller
fer ya. | gotta get to the milk
house.” He grinned fondly at them,
shifted his wad of tobacco. “But
I reckon as how | don't need to
bother a'tellin’ ya, anyhow. We-1],
| guess----—-- 7

Bill

by CARMEN MALONE

“Git off muh porch, yuh tenderfoot!
Yore nothin’ but a piker;
Yore Sittin’ Bill from th’ Sabine
But jest a sit-down striker.
Yuh couldn’t stay on Minnie Maude
Much less ride ol’ Sidewinder—
Th’ man I marry must ride well!”
“Thet's Susy’s talk—don’t mind ’er”
Says | tub thet nice beau of hern,
But Bill got white, looked intuh space:
“1’'m gonna ride thet wall-eyed cuss
An’ then I'll laugh right in Sue’s face!”
Waal, thet there bronc he pawed; he spinned;
He snapped; he kicked—Bill took no spill—
He took his medicine and lived
Up tuh th' name of "Sittin* Bill”
A miracle? or luck? or love?
I wouldn't be too choosy;

Th’ new Miz Sittin'

Bill says love—

She oughta know—she's Susyl
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andal stewart glared
down at the girl stepping out
of the loop of his reata. A
thorn pierced one silk stocking.
Tight-sticking burs sewed her skirt
into grotesque bunches, and the
feather on her little green beret was
limp with a broken back. Less than
five minutes had passed since she had
jumped from a train for no seeming
purpose but to ask, “What does a
cowboy chase and seldom catch?”

She had not waited Randal’'s an-
swer. Instead, she had dashed out
into the New Mexican desert, leav-
ing Randal with the amused belief
that he had at last met up with a
cocktail-drinking youngster who
was seeing coyotes instead of the
proverbial snakes.

There had seemed nothing to do
but join in the imaginary chase. But
Randal had scarcely put spur to
his pony when he became aware that
the train was pulling away from the
water tower.

Prom then on things had happened
fast. Randal had called frantically
to the girl. Instead of turning back,
she had darted toward a clump of
cactuses that grew too close for man
and horse to penetrate. With no
alternative left him, Randal had
sent his reata singing through the
shimmering heat—straight for the
little green-skirted figure.

There had been a vision of scram-
bled arms and legs, and as he pulled
her aboard the saddle like a sack of
flapjack flour, a “hell of a yell.”
Otherwise, she hadn’t expressed her
sentiments. Perhaps because she'd
never before had the breath knocked
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out of her by a reata in the hands of
a desperate cowboy.

The next few moments were a blur
of dust and flying hoofs. Randal
had tried to overtake the train, would
have succeeded but for a bunch of
turbulent curls. At the very instant
he reached for the rail of the obser-
vation car, those brown curls, free
of all hairpins, had bobbed before
his eyes.

No wonder he was mad. In all
the many trips he had made to the
water tower to watch the Limited
go by, nothing like this had ever
happened—stranded miles from no-
where with a strange young miss
who was now powdering her nose
in the desert.

His long, lean body bent from the
saddle. “We'll catch that train,” he
vowed, "if we have to swim the Rio
Grande!”

“But I—I don’t want to catch that
train T’

The curl almost went out ®f Ran-
dal's blond lashes. “How many cock-
tails did you drink anyhow?”

"Oh, it wasn't cocktails!” The
girl leisurely closed her vanity and
tucked it in the green sweater
pocket. “Haven't you ever heard
of a game where you are sent out
to get something and can't go back
'til you do?”

“You're telling me some one on
that train sent you out to catch a

coyote?”
“The last time | played it was
false teeth. | got them, too—out of

a dentist’s show case.”
Randal swung out of his saddle.
“That's the damnedest game | ever



No wonder he was mad!

Stranded miles from no-

where— in the midst of a desert— with a strange young
miss who was calmly powdering her nose-------

heard of!” he said. “Do you know
something? You're stranded miles
from nowhere with a man you've
never seen before. You ought to bo
scared within an inch of your life!”

“You're the one' who's scared”

came calmly from the bright-painted
lips. “As for me”—the girl’s brown
gaze took Randal to pieces and put
him together again—“who’s afraid
of a big bronze he-man with steely-
blue eyes and a crooked smile!”
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Randal smothered a gasp, “Maybe
you'll change your mind when 1 tell
you there’s not another train through
here 'til morning.”

“Oh, no!” There was a shrug of
green-sweatered shoulders, “Now-
adays the wide-open spaces are full
o&dude ranches.”

“Hm-m-m, you wouldn't find a
dude ranch within a hundred miles.”

“Just the same | heard a man on
the train talking about a ranch near
here,” the girl insisted.

“He'd be meaning the Y. L.” A
strange tenseness drew lines about
Randal’'s mouth so that it looked as
though a smile had never rested
there.

“That's it! The Y. L,” said the
girl. “They’ll take me in. I'm sure
they’ll take me in!”

SUCH CONFIDENCE was stag-
gering to Randal. He told her very
definitely that there were three rea-
sons why she couldn’t go to the
Y. L. “Ma Lane's got no use for
sight-seers, coyote-chasers and—me.
She'd put a bullet through my hide
if 1 set foot on her property, maybe
two if | asked her to take you in
for the night.”

“That's only
prompted the girl.

For answer, Randal pointed to the
little feather twirling about on her
beret. “From the looks of the
weathercock on your bonnet, we're
in for a blow.”

“Heck, wind doesn’t scare me, cow-
boy. Where | come from we have
lots of restless atmosphere.”

“Yeah,” drawled Randal. “Tame
ladylike winds, playing round cor-
ners of high buildings. Out here it's
different. There’s nothing to stop
‘'em. They go on a rampage. You'd
be buried in sand before you reached
the Y. L.”

two reasons—
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The Cinderella sport shoe ceased
digging its way toward China, and
for a moment the girl's bravado
seemed shaken. Certainly the coun-
try in which she had proposed chas-
ing a coyote was far from promising.
Mile after mile the scenery repeated
itself in sand and desert growth.
Nothing relieved its flat monotony
except a range of hills in the dis-
tance—hills that resembled a large
gray honeycomb.

“Cliff dwellers’ caves,” Randal of-
fered. “Might have been dude
ranches two or three thousand years
ago, but now they’re just black holes
in the cliffs.”

A sudden gust of wind caught at
the girl's skirt, whipping it about
her, and inflating the little green
beret until it looked ready to sail
upward and take her with it.

“Well, what am | going to do?”
she challenged, grabbing the brief
head covering just in time. “You
tell me!”

Randal did—and very quickly. He
wanted to get it across his lips be-
fore they closed up and left him
helpless beside this little piece of
impudence.

“You'll spend the night with me,”
he growled, like a good old-fash-
ioned villain, “in my cabin. And
there won't be any women to chap-
eron you.”

Instead of turning the desert into
fertile land with her tears, as Ran-
dal had expected and somehow
hoped, the girl brightened like a lit-
tle bird that had found a nest.

“Thanks, Steely-blue Eyes,” she
chirped. “I knew you were a hero.”
As Randal struck out over the

sandy wastes with a nymph close
in his strong, sheltering arms, he
knew he was knee-deep in a situation
he wouldn't have wished on his
worst enemy.
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IT WAS DARK when they
reached the Lone Tree spread.
Weary and sand-laden to the point
of looking like a phantom of the des-
ert, Randal turned Spotty loose in
the corral, and staggered toward his
cabin.

Never had the Lone Tree appeared
so barren. Never had he realized the
nakedness of brown acres whose
only tree was the one for which the
ranch had been named, a scraggly
cottonwood some fifty yards from
the house.

“Gosh, what a place to bring a
girl with painted finger nails!” he
thought, uncomfortably conscious
of the dragging footsteps following
him into the cabin.

When he had lighted a candle, he
turned to look at her. All her bright-
ness was buried under layers of sand.
She was as gray as a prairie chicken.

“Scared now?” he asked, running
a hand through his matted hair.

Her big dark eyes came back from
a survey of the lonely room, and she
raised those sand-beaded lashes.

“No, I'm not scared.”

Neither did she appear frightened
when she saw the room in which
she was to spend the night—a bar-
ren place for one accustomed to soft
beds, electricity and—a lock on her
door.

“But, | would like,” she said,
blinking her lashes, “to give this
sand back to the desert.”

“There's water in the pitcher.”
Randal started to remove a sheet
of tablet paper he had put over the
top of the container that morning,
a daily habit, for he hated washing
in water scummed over with dust.

“Oh, so you're an artist1’ the girl
said, for she had caught sight of a
drawing on the paper. “What is it,
a cow?”

Randal smiled. “No, just some-
thing to put on a cow. It's adraw-
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ing for a new branding iron I've just
cast. It's out there in the sitting
room by the fireplace, if you'd like
to see it.”

The girl not only wished to see
it, but by the time supper was ready
she had used it for a poker and
branded a wooden plank in the floor.

“Honest, I'm sorry,” she apolo-
gized for her carelessness. “But
everything’s monogrammed now-

adays. Why not your house as well
as your handkerchief and your cow?”

AS RANDAL watched the girl
getting away with the frijoles like
an old-timer, he wondered about
those friends who had sent her out
to catch a coyote.

“Won't they be worried?” he
asked.

“Plenty!
game, not 1.”

For a moment Randal listened to
the howling of the wind. Although
still rattling door and window, the
storm had evidently spent itself. He
said, “l guess you can make that
train in the morning.”

The girl glanced up at Randal, a
gueer expression on her small, oval
face. “Make that train------ "

“Why not?” asked Randal. “You
can't visit those cliff dwellings if
that's what you're figuring on.
They're fenced in. No sight-seers
allowed.”

“But you—don't you
there?” she prodded.

“Sometimes,” Randal admitted re-
luctantly, “at night. 1'd get plugged
if 1 went in the daytime. Ma Lane
thinks the caves belong to her.”

“And don’t they?” There was only
casual interest in the question.

“Nobody knows. That's the cause
of the trouble between her and me.”

“Ha!” The girl's eyes began to
sparkle. “1 knew there would be
a feud around here some place. They

But they started the

ever go
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always have feuds in the barren
waste lands.”

Randal’'s crooked smile got around
the left-hand corner of his mouth.
“l guess you got your idea of the
West from moving pictures,” he said,
“This isn’'t a gun-totin’ feud due to
cattle rustlin’. This concerns the
ownership of those cliff dwellings.”

“Oh, do go on! 1 just love fights,”
the girl urged, when Randal tried
to switch the subject back to her de-
parture.

“Well, there’'s a treasure in one of
those caves.” The words were drawn
out of Randal by a smile, a dash of
roguish eyes and the wrinkling of a
small pert nose. “At least dad be-
lieved so. Grandmother Stewart al-
ways said that was why he left the
Lone Tree spread to me. Rethought
the caves were on this property. You
can understand now why my step-
mother wants it. With my Lone
Tree and the Y. L., which dad left
her, she’d have full legal right to
the treasure.” Randal paused to
light a cigarette.

“Don’'t stop! It's thrilling, this
fight between you and Mrs.—Lane.”

“That's the name of her second
husband,” explained Randal. “He's
an archaeologist. They met when
she was driving sight-seers out of
the cliff dwellings one day. | guess
she did want to put the two ranches
under fence all right, for tourists
can be a pest. But Grandmother
Stewart accused her of other mo-
tives. Well, that started the trouble.
Grandmother declared the caves be-
longed to me, and Martha Lane said
they were hers. She went ahead and
fenced in. And although her
husband roamed through them with
his magnifying glass, hammer, and
their little daughter, I was warned
to keep out.

“Since then, Ma Lane has watched
me fight through years of drought,

depression, and disease. She knows
I've had to put all but a few head of
cattle under the hammer, together
with horses that no longer have cow-
boys to ride 'em. She knows that
unless something turns up for me

“So that's why you go to the caves
at night,” burst in the girl, “to find
the treasure. Is that right?”

A smile flickered over Randal’s
bronzed face, hut it did not relax
the tension that bitter years had
written on his fine features.

“1f | ever find that treasure, I'll
pay the woman any price to get her
and her flat-heeled, speck-wearing
daughter off the land! What's the
matter?” For the girl had slumped
in her. chair.

“ ‘Speck-wearing, flat-heeled------ ’
Gosh, | hadn’'t pictured the gal that
way! | thought maybe you’'d be in
love with her. It would have been
frightfully romantic.”

Randal gave a start. “Me in love
with Ma Lane’'s daughter?” The
idea brought a hard laugh from his
lips.

“Well, so much for the love in-
terest,” said the girl, and chased a
last bean around her plate with a
determined fork. When it had gone
the way of all the other frijoles, she
looked up hopefully:

“l don’'t suppose you'd have any
dill pickles or chocolate bars floating
around, would you?”

“No more than I'd have an ermine
coat,” Randal answered. “Still, if
you'd only have let me know you
were coming------ "

THROUGH the blue smoke that
was curling from his cigarette, Ran-
dal saw a strange, unfathomable
something leap into the dark eyes—
only for a moment. Then it was
gene, and he was again conscious of
that floating-through space feeling
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he had experienced out on the desert
when the girl had come running to
him with a cross-word puzzle in her
hands. He pushed back his chair.

“You'd better get to bed,” he said
abruptly, “We got to strike out be-
fore dawn to make that train.”

“Q. K.I”

Brave—even careless, that excla-
mation. But Randal doubted its
genuineness. There were a few
things that put fear into the heart
of a girl no matter how spunky she
might be.

With something near to pity for
this girl who had expected a dude
ranch and instead got herself a
lonely cabin in which to spend the
night with a strange cowboy, he
stepped into the bedroom and laid
his six-gun on the table.

“Old stuff, Steely-blue Eyes.”
She smiled. “I'm not afraid of a
man who rides forty miles every
week just to watch a train go by."

“How—how do you know that?”
gasped Randal, coming back into the
sitting room.

“Oh, you're one of the sights the
conductor points out to the tourists.
Although you're not exactly a crum-
bling ruin.”

The hot blood crept up over Ran-
dal’s face into his blond hair. Con-
fident, was she? ' Certain she could
trust him? Suddenly, he knew he
wanted to frighten this bewitching
little devil, scare her so badly she'd
never again jump off a train and seek
shelter with a stranger.

Tossing his cigarette in the fire-
place, he walked over to where she
was standing. Very deliberately, he
pulled her up into his arms.

“No, I'm not exactly a crumbling
ruin,” he said slowly.

The stunned look in those wide-
open, velvety eyes almost robbed
Randal of courage to carry through.
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But the girl had to be taught a les-
son for her own good.

He started with her puzzled white
brow, a kiss as reluctant and soft
as the curls that lay against it. Then
the eyes— the nose in quick succes-
sion, and suddenly his mouth, hard
and firm, was on hers.

He felt a tremor go through the
slender body, knew he was inviting a
good hard kick on the shins. But—
she lay quiet in his arms, her fresh
young lips unresisting beneath the
sudden ardor of his own!

Randal’s senses whirled. It was a
moment that seemed a century—a
century that was but a moment. He
dragged his lips away in a panic of
emotion and stared down drunkenly
into the calm brown eyes.

“Why the hell don’'t you scream?”

he cried hoarsely. “Or—beg—for
mercy?”
“Oh, should 1? Cowboy, you've

a lot to learn. Nowadays, a kiss is
just another way of saying, ‘Thanks
for the buggy ride.””

RANDAL AWOKE from dreams
of the girl he had held in his arms,
whose kiss had so shaken him that
he had paced the floor for hours after
ordering her into her room. The
whole cabin was wrapped in dark-
ness.

Whatever the sound that had
waked him, another was now carried
to his ears. Remembering the train
that pulled away from the water
tower at seven ten, Randal rose to
look at his watch. He had just put
a light to the candle when the out-
side door opened. His sleepy eyes
reached across the flame he tried to
shield from a gust of wind.

In the doorway stood a tall, ele-
phantine figure. Back of the man,
like a solid gray shadow, were two
others who appeared to be gentlemen
from their stiff-collar-bound necks
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to their black derbies, but were some-
thing else again from their bow legs
to their high-heeled boots.

“Sorry to disturb you, puncher,”
said the big man in a high, falsetto
whine, “but I'm looking for a girl
who got off the Limited yesterday
afternoon.”

Randal studied the dust-smeared
Stetson the man wore, the faded gray
suit, the brass watch chain swinging
like a suspension bridge across a
wide expanse of brown vest. Randal
blinked his curly blond lashes.

“Excuse me for saying so,
stranger,” he drawled, “but you don’t
look like ‘society’ to me.”

“Society?”

“Well, 1 took it some society
friends sent her out to catch a coy-
ote.”

"Society, hell! I'm an orange
grower in California, an old family
friend who was sort of chaperoning
her to Albuquerque.” The big man'’s

eyes swept the cabin. “She’s here,
I suppose?”
“Sure! Come in!” Randal could

not disguise the relief he felt, for
after what had happened a few hours
before, he knew that the sooner the
girl wa&fgone the better it would be
for the;Condition of his heart.

But at her door, he paused. Above
the moaning of the wind, he again
heard the sound that had waked him,
a muffled, creaking, scraping noise.
He threw open the door.

It was evident the girl had been
too absorbed in her efforts to pry
open the window to have heard the
conversation in the outer room. She
whirled about, her back against the
sjii.

“P-retty good little actress, aren’t
you?” Randal said, his eyes travel-
ing to the red lips that had lain so
qguiet under his Kkiss. “Put down
your knife. You don’t have to es-
cape from me. Your friends are
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here.” A smile quirked the cor-
ners of his mouth. “lI guess you'll
be right glad to see them.”

The girl looked beyond Randal to
the big man who, with his two com-
panions, had edged into the door-
way so that they stood just back of
the cowboy.

“Hello, Jim!” she said quietly.

“My goodness, honey”—the big
man’s voice held the relief of a
mother finding a lost child—“you
gave me and the boys a bad scare.”
He wagged a pudgy finger reprov-
ingly. “Don’t you know the desert’s
no place to play parlor games? Why,
if it hadn't been for a passenger see-
ing you talking to this cow-puncher,
I wouldn’'t have missed you 'til we
got to Albuquerque,” He cast a hur-
ried glance at his watch. “The train
leaves the water tower at seven ten.
Come, we ain’t got a minute to lose!”

For an instant the girl studied the
corpulent figure, then she said, “I'm
not going to Albuquerque, Jim!”
she said willfully, leaning against
the window sill with her hands back
of her.

Those words brought Randal up
with a jerk. He reached for the lit-
tle green beret that lay on the table.
The soft feminineness of it, the fra-
grance, the funny limp feather, sent
the blood pounding through his
veins.

“You sure are going with your
friends!” he declared belligerently.

“You poor innocent!” the girl re-
torted. “Jim’s not a friend. He’s
a villain—the kind that chews up
scenery in the movies.”

A loud, high-pitched laugh came
from the huge man. “So that's what
| get called for tryin’ to deliver you
safe to your dad. Come now, missy,

”

“Stand back, Jim! All

stand back!”

of you
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A blanket of silence fell over the
féur men.

“What's so funny, cowboy?” the
girl asked, for Randal was undeni-
ably smiling at the small brown
hands that had come from behind
that slender back. One held a re-
volver. The other, his own six-gun.
“I'm awfully good at ducks,” she
told him. “Ten in a row. | got a
kewpie doll for shooting ten ducks
in a row.”

Although she watched the big man
and his companions, her words were
directed to Randal.

.“1 guess I'll have to explain about
that—coyote,” she said meaningly.
“Two days ago, | told Jim Barkler
I was leaving San Francisco to join
dad------ "

“Yes,” interrupted the big man.
“And I'll bet he's near crazy wait-
ing there in Albuquerque.”

“Oh, dad isn't there, Jim! That
was my own way of paying you back
for ransacking my room.”

RANDAL no longer smiled. It
was slowly dawning upon him that
when he had picked up this little
desert hitch-hiker, he had picked
up a mystery. Was she a society
miss craving a thrill, or a member of
an outlaw gang she had tried to out-
wit?

“No use denying it, Jim,” she was
saying. “l found your quill tooth-
pick among the papers in my desk.”

The big man gave a start of sur-
prise. Randal saw his jaw drop as
though a spring had broken, but he
pulled himself together.

“You're out of your mind, child.
What would | search your room
for?”

“Oh, just a map | had drawn. It
would help a lot to locate the cliff
dweller’s cave where the treasure is
hidden.”

The words hit Randal like a blow

RR—8
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between the eyes. This girl—beau-
tiful, maddening—Ma Lane’s daugh-
ter? That speck-wearing, flat-heeled
little devil who had made a face at
him twelve years ago when she had
started away to school? He stared
at the girl, and slowly he began to
understand why she hadn't resisted
his kisses.

Anger, cold and bitter, gripped
Randal. To think he had let Ma
Lane’s daughter play him for such a
fool! The girl's voice coming to
him through the silence tensed every
muscle in his long, lean body.

“You see now, why |, Brownie
Lane, had to throw myself on your
mercy?”

Randal put back his head and
laughed—a hollow, mirthless sound
that turned the girl into one hundred
pounds of withering contempt.
“That's funny,” he taunted.
“Brownie Lane coming to Ran Stew-
art for help!”

“Help?” A little, trembling word
it was on the bright, painted lips.
“An Indian prayer stick would be
of more help than you, Mr. Stewart!”

Randal’s blue eyes met the brown
ones above the leveled guns, locked
with them for a long, never-to-be-
forgotten moment. Then his voice
struck out at the girl like a whip.
“1f these hijackers can get the map
you've got in your sweater pocket,
they’'re welcome to it as far as I'm
concerned.”

A wheezing chuckle parted Bark-
ler's thick lips. In his enthusiasm,
he took a step toward “Brownie”—
and got his hat shot off. Barkler was
learning that Brownie Lane could
shoot something besides ten ducks
in a row.

As for his two companions, they
were taking no chances with this
five-foot amazon whose eyes were
trained along the barrel of a six-gun.

She pressed all four men back-
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ward, through the doorway of the
bedroom, across the main room.
With her attention on those four
pairs of hands reaching for the sky,
she did not see Randal's foot slide
backward, toward the door.

“Listen, Brownie, you damned lit-
tle brat. If you try to get away with
that map---—-- "

Above Barkler’s shrill voice, came
a creaking noise. The door blew
open with a bang, and the room was
plunged in darkness.

PANDEMONIUM broke loose.
Vague figures thrashed about, scram-
bling, bumping, swearing. As fin-
gers clutched at moving bodies, some
one bumped into the table. It went
over with a crash. Then a soft thud
shook the cabin. Barkler had stum-
bled over a chair and gone sprawl-
ing to the floor,

“A  light—get a light!” he
shrieked, and, “O-ow!” for some one
had stepped on his hand.

Randal finally lighted the candle
and helped Barkler to his feet. For
a moment the big man breathed heav-
ily, as he sucked at his crushed fin-
ger. His protruding eyes rolled in
their sockets like glassy marbles.
They rolled from Randal, setting
the table on its legs, to the gentle-
men who had lost their derbies. One
was rubbing a shin, the other tuck-
ing what remained of a shirt tail
into his corduroy trousers. But
Brownie Lane? She had disap-
peared.

A terrible oath bubbled from Jim
Barkler’'s lips, and he started for
the door. But Randal stepped in
front of him, opened his hand, and
threw a crumpled sheet of paper
on the table.

“Is that what you want?”

Barkler's rage dropped from him
like a discarded garment.
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“The
squealed.

All three men crowded about the
table for a sight of the map.

“But | can't make a damn thing
out of this!” cried Barkler.

One of the swarthy gentlemen
looked up from the drawing. “Why
did you let the girl get away?”

“One of you buckaroos tripped
me,” answered Randal, reaching for
his tobacco. “But I'm not worrying
about the girl. Those pencil marks
aren’t strange to me.”

The three men shot quick looks at
the cowboy.

“You mean you can explain these
marks to us?” purred Barkler, greed
and avarice oozing from every pore
of his oily skin.

“Yeah! But what would be the
use? You wouldn’t know a bit more
than you do now. Look!” His fin-
ger traveled along a penciled line
to a point where it forked into other
straight lines, one of which ended
in a circle. “I could say, ‘turn to
the left here,’ or, ‘the right. But
how could you tell which one of the
many caves I meant?”

It didn't take Barkler long to see
the logic of Randal’s reasoning.

“You'll have to come along and
locate the cave for me, puncher.”

But Barkler's plan collapsed right
at the cottonwood tree, fifty yards
from the cabin. For the horses that
had been ground hitched beneath its
scraggly branches were gone. Again
the girl had proved herself more
than a match for the men who trailed
her.

“We’'ll ride your horse,” Barkler
told Randal. “The boys can follow
when they catch those damn broncs.”

“What! Spotty carry me and a
two-hundred pounder like you?”
Randal laughed. “He ain't a truck
horse."

map of the cave!" he
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Barkler wheezed and cursed the
girl.

“Well, I'm not going to take any
chances on the Y. L. outfit heatin’
me to the treasure. You'll have to go
alone, puncher. But remember, if
you double-cross me, I'll riddle your

carcass 'til you'll look like you’'d sat
on a keg of dynamite. In case you
might doubt a fat man’s ability------ "
Barkler backed away, raised his gun
and shot the glowing cigarette from
Randal’s lips.”

"After that,” drawled Randal, “I
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just couldn’t do anything but play
square. What about a gun? The
girl’s got mine.”

“You don’t need a gun to locate a
cave—only this map.”

Randal jammed the paper into his
pocket.

“What am | going to get out of
this, Barkler? What's my share?”

“Plenty!” purred Jim Barkler.
“Plenty!”

The wind at his back, Randal
fairly flew toward the distant hills.
But when he knew the darkness had
blotted him and Spotty from the
vigilant eyes back at his cabin, he
whirled the pinto to the left.

“Spotty,” he breathed, “we’re put-
tin’ our heads in a hornets’ nest, but
we're going to the Y. L, to find an
Indian prayer stick!”

RANDAL found it in the den
where he knew Arthur Lane kept
all the Indian relics he had collected
over a period of years. With it in
his shirt, in a little narrow wooden
box, he was ready to leave the room
when a voice stopped him.

“What are you doing in this house,
Randal Stewart?”

“Ma” Lane stood in the doorway,
cold, implacable hatred mirrored in
the black pin-point eyes leveled
upon him.

“You might ask your daughter that
—if she’s here.”

“And what makes you think she
might be here?”

“Because she jumped off a train
yesterday and sought shelter with
me. That is until three men trailed
her there. |If she isn't here, she's
hiding in one of the cliff caves.”

A dry, hard laugh came from the
woman’s thin lips.

“Arthur!” she
here!”

Arthur came eventually—a tall,

called. “Come

ROMANTIC RANGE

thin man in ancient lounging robe
and slippers.

“You remember Randal Stewart
from the Lone Tree,” she addressed
her husband. “He’s got some cock-
and-bull story about Brownie being
out at the caves.”

Arthur Lane stared at Randal
through misty glasses, the earpieces
of which had been wound with tape.

“But Brownie's in California,” he
murmured. “College doesn't close
until next week, and she’ll be there
a month longer to complete her data
on Indian lore.”

“She’s got her data,” replied Ran-
dal. “Now get this straight, Ma
Lane. I've no use for any of your
Y. L. outfit, but 1I'd be pretty low-
down if | didn't tell you your
daughter’s in danger. She’s got a
map of the treasure cave. | man-
aged to trick those jaspers with a
drawing of a cattle brand. But
maybe even now they're on their
way to the cliffs. And do you know
what that means? Brownie will be
facin’ a killer. For that's what Jim
Barkler is. A Killer!”

“Jim Barkler?” Martha Lane
shook her head. “Jim Barkler has
been a friend of this family as long
as you've been its enemy.”

“That's true, young man,” said Ar-
thur Lane. “Why, he even wanted
to finance Brownie through college.”

“Yes,” drawled Randal. “Because
he knew some day she’'d come across
something in her learning that would
be a clew to that hidden treasure.
I tell you the man is a buzzard—a
sidewinder. If you're so thick-
headed you’'ll stay here and let
Brownie face that murderer alone,
I'm not!”

“Not so fast, Randal Stewart!” Ma
Lane had drawn a six-gun from the
folds of her bath robe. “You ask us
to send help to my daughter who is
locating a treasure you and | have
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fought over for years. You lie!
You came here for some other pur-

pose.”
For an instant Randal's brain
spun. He held in his shirt the one

thing that might make them follow
him to the caves. He couldn’t gam-
ble Brownie's life, sworn enemy
though she was, against a treasure
which, after all, might belong to her
family. His blond lashes drooped.

“You're right, Ma Lane,” he said.
“Thanks—for the Indian prayer
stick!”

There was a crash as Randal dived
through the window to the ground
ten feet below.

Flame spurted through the shat-
tered glass. But the cowboy was in
the saddle. The sound of hoofbeats
sent a quiver through the tall, gaunt
frame of Martha Lane. For Randal’'s
visit to the Y. L. was now but a mem-
ory.

“We must rouse the boys,” qua-
vered Arthur Lane.

Martha turned from the window.
“Have you forgotten they're work-
ing cattle twenty miles from here?”

THE SUN was glowing like a gi-
gantic ruby through an amethyst
curtain of haze when Randal
reached the cliff dwellings. Leap-
ing from the saddle he looked up at
those somber masses of rock that
held in their bosom a treasure that
had made bitter enemies of two
families—a treasure that had driven
a girl into the desert, with men to
trail her, men determined to Kill if
necessary.

For a moment he wondered if
Brownie had come here after all.
The horse she had ridden was no-
where in sight. But then she would
be clever enough to tie it a distance
from the caves. He slapped his lit-
tle Spotty’s flank.

“Run along, old man,” he whis-

117

pered, “and don’t come back 'til the
curfew blows.”

Randal turned again to the caves.
In one whose wall rose straight from
the ground without any offset, he
glimpsed a splash of color—the lit-
tle green beret.

He wasted no time in reaching the
ladder, for at any moment Barkler
and his confederates might arrive.

Brownie must have seen Randal
approaching, for as his head ap-
peared up over the floor of the cave,
she met him with his six-gun and a
flow of sarcasm.

“And | picked you for a hero,
Steely-blue eyes!”

Randal met the words with a look
of open hostility.

“Go ahead! Shoot! But the only
kewpie you’ll get this time will be
Jim Barkler.”

“You—you mean you're not with
them?” the girl queried.

“Would | be likely to let Jim
Barkler horn in on this treasure?
Give me that gun! I'm coming up
to defend what may be mine.”

As Randal stepped from the lad-
der, the girl asked him another ques-
tion, this time, timidly: “Did you
go to the Y. L.?”

“Yes! But | couldn't convince
your folks that you were here, need-
ing help. | guess they'll send the
Y. L. bunch after me, though, if this
has anything to do with locating the
treasure.”

Randal took the little wooden box
from his shirt.

“Oh, the prayer stick! Yes!”
Brownie breathed, and her eyes were
near to tears. “You did under-
stand! You did help me to escape
frem Jim Barkler, didn't you?”

“Make no mistake about that!”
said Randal sternly. “In helping
you, | was helping myself. After
all, don’t forget the treasure may be
on my property.”
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“And it may be on ours,” said
Brownie. “Anyway you take it, |
guess we're bound to keep on fight-
ing.”

As they turned to go into the cave,
they suddenly heard the ladder
scraping against the rocky wall, saw
the poles that extended above the
floor level trembling with the weight
of heavy feet.

“The buzzards!” muttered Randal.
“They must have been lying in wait.
Lucky they didn’t spot you up here.”

He risked a glance over the edge,
called, “You’'ll be a dead man, Bark-
ler, before you ever get to the top!”

BARKLER seemed to take Ran-
dal’'s words under consideration, for
the steps quickly descended and
voices could be heard in consulta-
tion.

“What are they doing now?” whis-
pered Brownie, after a few moments,
for the ladder poles seemed to grow
before their very eyes.

“They’'ve moved the ladder close
in against the wall. But don't
worry. | can stop their climbing for
a while anyhow.”

Randal lay flat on the floor level,
wriggled to the edge.

Brownie, sensing his purpose,
crouched on her knees beside him
and whispered, “They're on the lad-

der now.” And, after a moment of
suspense, “They’'re near the top.
Quick!”

Randal sent his feet crashing

against the ladder; Out it swung
from the cliff, paused upright, and
then, to the accompaniment of yells,
began swaying back and forth.

Barkler jumped from the fifth
rung. But the derbied gentlemen
were not so fortunate. Caught near
the top, they could only cling and
jabber. With a deafening crash, the
clumsy, ancient stairway hit the
ground.
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“There goes the only ladder long
enough to reach this cave,” said Ran-
dal. “And your Y. L. bunch will
be here before they can get it fixed.”

Brownie Lane started to extend
her hand to the cowboy, then
changed her mind. Instead, she
smiled up at him with the pertness
that characterized her. “Thanks,
dear enemy!” she said. “l suppose
now I'll have to invite you to the
—treasure hunt.”

Randal kept his eyes averted from
that heart-shaped face.

“Suit yourself,” he said coldly.
“I’'m coming anyway.”

A look of exasperation pouted
Brownie's lips. “Can’'t you forget
the old feud 'til we find out what's
kicked up all the trouble between
our families?”

“The feud, yes! But | can't for-
get that Ma Lane’s daughter played
me for a fool.”

There was a fluttering of the green
sweater above Brownie's heart.
“That's the last thing in the world
1'd------ "

“1 ought to do what I said | would
the day you made a face at me at the
water tower,” cut in Randal.

“And what would that be?”

“Punch your nose!” The words
themselves were a blow.

Brownie drew herself up, “Since
you've waited twelve years, couldn’t
you postpone that elegant little ges-
ture a few minutes longer? After
all,” she added impudently,” if the
treasure belongs to our family you
might want to marry me, to save
the old homestead. It's been done,
you know.”

Their eyes clashed, blue steel dip-
ping into brown fire.

“Marry you?” exploded Randal.
"Hell!”

“It might be!” complied Brownie.
“And then again it might be some-
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thing else. In the meantime, how’s
to try feathering our nest?”

THE CAVE into which they
stepped was dank-smelling, drafty
and shaped like a narrow hall-
way. One wall ran straight back
to the dark interior. But the other
jutted out so that at one place the
passage was no more than two feet
in width.

From the box Randal had brought
her, Brownie lifted a wand of dis-
colored wood and feathers.

“Dad always believed,” she ex-
plained, forgetting her resentment
in the excitement of this adventure,
"that a prayer stick was connected
with the treasure in some way. But
not until a few days ago did | find
a legend that gave me the key to the
mystery. The Indians believed that
\vas the eagle soars by its feathers, so
would their own prayers ascend to
Those Above by the aid of these
feathers. Now—watch!”

Brownie held the prayer stick be-
fore her. Almost immediately a
whiff of air loosened one of the
feathers. Soaring upward, it hung
for amoment in mid-air, then floated
toward the back of the cave. Si-
lently, like two under a spell, man
and girl followed it.

The feather, with the gesture of a
pointing finger, touched the dark,
dusty wall, skimmed along for a dis-
tance of several feet then rippled
downward to the floor, describing
almost a perfect half of an oblong
the size of a door.

Randal and Brownie leaned
against the wall, pushing with a
strength that excitement increased
a hundredfold. But it did not give.
There was no sign of a crack—no
motion to indicate that the feather
had pointed to a secret chamber.

Time after time they returned to
the front of the cave and watched
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the feather repeat its performance.
Each time it touched the wall at ex-
actly the same spots. Each time the
treasure seekers pitted their bodies
against the barricade with no better
results.

When an hour had passed,
Brownie, exhausted, blew a strag-
gling curl away from her nose and
flopped against the wall.

“1'd like to swat the Hiawatha that
ever started such a darn legend.”
She mopped her streaming, flushed
little face. “If this wall is movable,
my name's Laughing Water.”

The words had scarcely left
Brownie’s lips when she and Randal
were both conscious of aslight trem-
bling against their bodies. Almost
imperceptibly the wall began to
move, rolling backward as though
revolving on an axis. With a final
inward swing, it completed a half
circle. The secret of the hills lay
revealed!

Even in the dim sunlight filtering
through the cave, this hidden
chamber sparkled. Walls, ceiling,
floor—all were covered with what
appeared to be lace woven of heavy
gold. Everywhere great golden nug-
gets, like beads, clung to the lacy
pattern.

“A gold mine!” cried Brownie.
‘Tve got a gold mine!”

"eYou?” Randal said bluntly.

The famous feud would have re-
newed hostilities then and there, had
not the sunlight suddenly been dark-
ened by the shadow of a huge man.

Randal grabbed Brownie, thrust
her back of the jutting wall.

Except for the shadow creeping
ever nearer and the swirls of dust
that preceded those stealthy feet
down the narrow passage, neither
Randal nor Brownie would have
realized that Barkler and his men
had cornered them.

Pressed tight against the jutting
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wall, they waited, and finally caught
the sound of Barkler’s heavy tread.
But it came to a quick stop, and a
wheezing gasp seemed to fill the en-
tire cave.

“Jim’s sighted the gold!” whis-
pered Brownie.

Ambushed as they were, Randal
could not tell how near the men
were. He dared a glance around the
wall and nearly lost the top of his
head.

A spine-creeping laugh floated
down the passage. “Puncher, the
next time you give me a map,”
shrilled Barkler, “don’t leave the
mark of your cattle brand on the
floor. But | forgot”—again came
the sinister laugh—*“there won’t be
a next time.”

THE BULLET that followed al-
most fulfilled Barkler's prophecy.
Ricocheting from the door of the
golden cave, it bounced back of the
curving wall, grazed Randal's ear
and finished the feather on Brownie’s
hat.

Randal’'s face was white. For an
instant he gripped Brownie’'s shoul-
ders.

“The damn sidewinder!
get you?”

Brownie shook her head. “But
now you see why | wanted to escape
from your cabin last night,” she
cried, “why 1 was afraid to try to
make the Y. L. Look out!” she
added quickly.

One of the derbied gentlemen had
dashed out into the center of the
cave. Dodging behind a small boul-
der, he started to squeeze the trigger.

Randal fired. There was a yell.
The fellow whirled in his tracks—
dropped. The derby rolled like a
cartwheel across the cave to Ran-
dal’s feet.

The other derbied killer made a

Did he
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dive for the boulder. Brownie’s gun
flamed twice, missed both times.
Randal dragged her back to safety
behind him, and poured shots at the
boulder.

For a few moments the cave
sounded as though a machine gun
were in action. Dust from bullet-
shattered walls filled Randal’'s and
Brownie’s eyes. Acrid smoke stung
their throats.

In an intermission of firing, Ran-
day whispered, “How many bullets

have you?”

“One! And you?”

“One,” Randal admitted reluc-
tantly.

Brownie covered her eyes with her
hands. Randal heard her saying,
“Oh, mother, dad, send the boys be-
fore it's too late!”

The terrible silence that engulfed
the cave was almost worse than the
firing. It held an ominous meaning
for both man and girl.

Suddenly, as though the sight of
the gold had turned his brain, the
derbied gentleman darted from be-
hind the boulder, pouring lead at
the jutting wall as he tried to make
his way to the treasure. Halfway
to the coveted spot, his legs buckled
beneath him. He sprawled in the
dust, two red holes in his forehead,
A questioning look shot between
Randal and Brownie. They had
fired simultaneously. Their guns
were—empty!

“It’'s a fight to the finish!” said

Randal between clenched teeth.
“I've got to get that dead jasper’s
gun!”

“No!” sobbed Brownie, and her

arms were clinging about Randal’s
neck. “No! Jim will kill you!”

Randal stared down into those im-
ploring eyes. They were misty with
a strange emotion that struck at the
very core of his being.
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“1 got you into this mesS. If you
go out there, I'm going with you.

Oh, Randal, I—I love you! Even
when | made a face at you—you were
my hero!”

Randal called upon all the bitter
memories of those hate-filled years.
He tried to see in that heart-shaped
face lifted to his a resemblance to
the implacable Martha Lane. But
his heart turned over within him.
He could not deny the call of his
whole being for this girl who at one
moment could sass him and the next
go out to face death at his side.

He crushed her in his arms.

“Lord!” he breathed brokenly. *“I
can't hate you, Brownie! All | want
is to live to love you!”

For one intense moment he held
her. Then, tearing her arms loose,
he punched her in the nose.

And none too soon. As he propped
Brownie against the side of the cave,
the toe of Barkler's heavy boot ap-
peared around the curving wall.

RANDAL threw himself forward.
Caught those elephantine legs.
Barkler went down with a jar that
shook the cave.

Over and over the two men rolled
in the choking dust, Randal’s right
hand sunk in the fat neck, his left
reaching for the gun that was spat-
tering the walls with lead.

For all of Barkler's appearance of
soft, flabby flesh, he had the strength
of an ox. He threw Randal off, and
again squeezed the trigger of his six-
gun.

The bullet went through Randal’s
sleeve. Again Randal tackled him
and once more carried him to the
floor. But a hot, sticky fluid had
begun to run down Randal's arm
into his hand, so that the fat neck
slipped out of his hold. He struck
out time after time. But his blows

had no effect. They bounced off
the man as if he were a rubber ball.

Little by little Randal became
more conscious of that sticky sleeve
and the numbness inside it. It had
dragged across Barkler's face until
he resembled a hideous, grinning
gargoyle.

While the men were clawing at
each other, Brownie dazedly strug-
gled to her feet. For a moment she
stood clinging to the wall, her eyes
sweeping the cave for something to
end this savage fight.

Suddenly, a cry escaped her. She
darted toward the front of the cave.
But not quick enough, Barkler had
twisted free of Randal’'s grip. He
whipped up his gun to fire at her.

Randal’s fist shot out. The bullet
buried itself in the wall.
“Get back, Brownie!” Randal

yelled, lunging for the gun.

Unable to dislodge the weapon
from Barkler’s fingers, he could only
try to keep it from pouring its lead
into his own body. But loss of blood
had begun to weaken him. He tried
to find the man’s neck, but his arm—
his fingers were numb, useless.

Moments dragged into centuries as
he watched the gun in that fat hand
being turned upon him. At so close
a range, Barkler could not miss him.
And yet Randal felt no fear for him-
self, only for Brownie. His last
thought before the bullet struck was
of her.

Still clinging to Barkler, he began
to slip to the floor. He knew no pain,
was conscious only of a terrible
numbness, of Brownie’s little heart-
shaped face streaked with tears.

Then a strange thing happened.
Randal felt a shudder pass through
that human hulk to which he clung,
felt it relax. In a daze, he looked
up.

Martha Lane, grim and tight-
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lipped, stood in the entrance of the
cave, a smoking six-gun in her hand.

WHAT HAPPENED after that,
Randal did not know. When he
came to, his arm was in a bandage
that boasted old-fashioned em-
broidery, Ma Lane’s figure looking
thinner than ever.

“Randal,” she said in a voice
strangely human, “Brownie has told
me everything, |I've been a hard
woman. Can you forgive me?”

“Forgive?” Randal smiled wanly.
“Why, you saved my life. 1've noth-
ing to forgive.”

But Martha Lane glanced toward
the golden chamber. “Arthur has
just found an inscription in there.
The caves are on your land, Randal.
You're—very rich. | hope that will
make up for all the bitter years.”

“That's fine! 1I'm sure glad the
caves belong to me. You see, Mrs.
Lane, I'd like to exchange them for”
—Randal glanced at Brownie, who
was putting a layer of powder over
a smudge on her nose—*“for a treas-

TH' WIDDER AN’

"WIMENPROOF"
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ure | want a lot more than gold.”

Martha Lane looked as though she
thought Randal Stewart had lost his
mind. Then a glimmer of under-
standing flashed in her eyes. She
held out her hand. “They’'re both
yours, | hope, boy.”

With those words she turned to-
ward the golden cave.

“You've got a nerve,” declared
Brownie, slipping down by Randal’s
side. “You never told me a thing
about another treasure.”

“Maybe 1—1 ought to speak to
your dad first------ "

Brownie sent a look at the archae-
ologist, who was down on his knees
with hammer and magnifying glass.

“1 wouldn't if I were you,” she

said. “You see, dad’'s back in the

year 500. I'm not born yet.”
Randal, with a happy laugh,

caught Brownie to him. With a

long, brown finger he gently touched
the pert nose he had punched. “For-
give me?” he asked softly.

Brownie lifted her lips. “What do
you think, Steely-blue Eyes?”

WALT

by PECOS PETE

“Waal, Pete,” says Walt, th’ Bar 4 boss,
“l’ve gone an’ done it now i’'r shore;
Muh nickname may be Wimenproof
But | ain’t wearin’ it no more,
I’'m gonna wed come Saturd'y.”
“Thet widder with brown curls?” says I,
“How come yuh change yore mind s’quick?"

“Pink!" Walt allows,

“Jes' pink—purt’ nigh

Th’ color of th’ sunset sky.

One day | passes by her shack
An’ she is standin’ in th’ door;

She’s wearin’ pink—an’ |1 looks back!
Next day | gets a closer view---—---

It sets me wonderin’ how th’ stuff
Thet dress is made out of would feel,

Thet night | goes ag’in—shore 'nuf
It feels th" way | thinks it will.

Then somehow | forgets tub think!
Pete, if yuh want tub stay unwed

Beware of gals a-wearia’ pink!"



Dear Editor:

Here comes a Canadian girl from the
beautiful sunset province of B. C. | am
a constant reader of your magazine and
consider it tops. | am a girl five feet
four and one half inches tall and | weigh
one hundred and twenty-eight pounds. |
have wavy brown hair and brown eyes.
I am fond of riding, swimming and danc-
ing, but have no particular hobbies. |
am sixteen and my birthday is June 3rd.
Have | a twin? | will be expecting a
lot of letters, so please, friends, don't
disappoint me.—Martha Etyer, Savona,
B. C.

Dear Editor:

Do you think you could find some one
for me who will write, exchange snap-
shots and be a real friend? 1 have often
wondered what boys and girls were doing
in other parts of the country and | hope
to find out something about them through
the Pony Express.

£ am fifteen years old, have brown
hair and brown eyes and am five feet
two inches tall. | like all sorts of
sports, especially swimming, dancing and
horseback riding. Please write to me,
lor I am sure | can be a real friend to
any one.—Rosemary La Grand, Hercu-
laneum, Missouri.

Dear Editor:

I am a girl of twenty-two. | have
large gray eyes, dark-brown curly hair
and a sunny disposition. | am five feet
three and one half inches tall and weigh
one hundred and fifteen pounds. 1 love

all sports and am crazy about dancing.
I also like the movies and go real often.

I would like to hear from friends from
everywhere, especially cowboys and cow-

girls. To those who send me snaps of
themselves, | will return the compli-
ment. | promise to be a faithful cor-

respondent, so get busy and sling some
ink my way.—Edith Lawson, R. R. # 1,
Meadows of Dan, Virginia.

Dear Editor:

I am fifteen years old, five feet one and
one half inches tall, have brownish-red
hair and dark-brown eyes. My hobbies
are horseback riding, singing, dancing,
and all outdoor sports. | keep house for
my mother and two brothers.

I would like to hear from pen friends
of all ages and from every part of the
world, especially those from the West
and Hawaii. | will answer all letters that
are written to me. Here's hoping for
lots of pen friends.—Phyllis Kern, 2902
Cherokee Street, St. Louis, Missouri.

Dear Editor:

Could a young British soldier find a
place in your magazine?

I am twenty-one years old, five feet
nine inches tall, have black hair and
blue, smiling Irish eyes.

I should like to hear from friends from
every State in America and, of course,
from friends in any other part of the
world.

I promise to answer all letters re-
ceived and will exchange snapshots.-—
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Pvt. W. O’'Brien, 2819664, 1st Batt., The

Seaforth Hds., Murray Barracks, Hong
Kong, China.
Dear Editor:

“1f at first you don't succeed, try, try
again?”

I am hoping this, my second attempt to
get into the Pony Express, is more suc-
cessful than my first was.

I am sixteen years old, have light
brown hair and blue eyes. | am fond of
all sports, especially swimming.

I have traveled quite a lot in the East-
ern States—especially Florida and New
York—and can tell you almost anything
you would like to know about them.

Come on, boys and girls from all over
the world, won’t you please write to a
pen friend who will promise to answer
all letters?—Janice Davies, 530 Maple
Avenue, Newport, Kentucky,

Dear Editor:

Well, the marines have landed and the
situation is not what it is cracked up to
be, unless you put my call for pen friends
in your magazine.

I am twenty-two years of age, six feet
two and weigh a hundred and eighty-five

pounds. | like all kinds of sports and
like to receive letters and write them,
too.

| have been around quite a bit, due to
the fact I am on the uU. S. S. Quincy,
which was over in Spain when the trouble
started.

Come on, pen friends, let’s get together
and do a lot of writing. There are never
too many letters that | cannot handle.—
Trevor V. Howells, Marine Detachment,
U. S S. Quincy, c/o Postmaster, San
Pedro, California.

Dear Editor:

I hope you will consider this a sincere
plea!

I want to find four or five real pen
friends. | will endeavor to answer them
and in an interesting, wholesome way,

make worthwhile corresponding friends.
I am twenty-nine years old and would
like to write to ladies between twenty-
two and thirty.
I certainly would appreciate your
printing this, Mr. Editor. Thank you!—
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George Stevenson, 510 Colorado Ave-
nue, Bridgeport, Connecticut.

Dear Editor:
Since | have started reading your
magazine, | must say that your stories

can't be beaten.

Now | must say something about my-
self. I am an Indian, eighteen years old,
with black hair and brown eyes. | weigh
one hundred and eleven pounds and stand
five feet ten and one half inches.

I would like to hear from girls all over
the world between the ages of sixteen
and twenty-one. Boys, too. From Alec.
—NMr. Alec, c/o Marlows, Ltd., Motor
Department, Renwick Road, Suva, Fiji.

Dear Editor:

Could you find space in the Pony Ex-
press for a lonely young mail of twenty-
three? | am six feet and one inch tall,
weigh one hundred and seventy-five
pounds.

My profession is flying. | have my
own airport and my own ship. | am look-
ing for young girls with flying ability to
write to.—Speed Gilbert, Trona, Califor-
nia.

Dear Editor:

I wonder if you have room on the Pony
Express for a lonely South Carolinian?

I am seventeen (at least almost so), five
feet three inches tall, have light brown
wavy hair and large brown eyes. Some
people have even said | am attractive.
Isn't that a miracle? | almost forgot!
I weigh one hundred and fifteen pounds.

I have had many exciting adventures
which I'll tell or rather write to every
one who writes to me.

One day last summer an old man told
us about a quantity of gold and silver
being buried in the location of our home
during the Civil War. It was buried so
that the Yankees couldn’t get it. A few
days later my brother found an old gold
coin. After this, Daddy had the place
literally dug up trying to find the two
cheats.

One Sunday morning my brother went
out to our backyard and picked up an iron
prong. It had been stuck in the earth
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to see if there was anything below. As
be picked it up, a colored yard hand said,
“Don’t pick that up on Sunday or you'll
have bad luck!” Heedlessly, Joseph stuck
it in the ground. Instead of piercing the
ground, it pierced into his foot! It was
nothing serious.

After many days of digging they found
a wooden chest, long and narrow. But
instead of a treasure chest, it was an
Indian coffin!l We had discovered an
Indian burial ground.

To all who write to me I'll send a real
honest-to-goodness Indian arrowhead! |
could write a million or so adventures—
all true.

Aiken is the queen of winter resorts.
Millionaires and billionaires make this
their winter playground.

I will exchange snapshots with every
one. Come on, boys and girls from fif-
teen to twenty-five, write to a lonely
Southern girl.—Sylvia Efron, P. O.
Box 303, Aiken, South Carolina.

Dear Editor:

At last I am endeavoring to try my
luck with the Pony Express. With your
help 1 think | should succeed.

I am eighteen years old, medium build,
have dark hair and blue eyes. | would
particularly like to correspond with a few
girls—lovely girls preferred.

| play the sax, piano and trumpet quite
decently. My hobbies involve all sports,
from push penny to water polo.

Come along, girls, here’s daring you
to write. | warrant you will not regret
it—opportunity only comes once you
know.—Douglas Brooks, c/o James E.
Turner, 2 Cross Street, Bury, Lancashire,
England.

Dear Editor:

\Who will take me for a pen friend?
I am sixteen years old, have brown hair,
blue eyes, weigh one hundred and eleven
pounds and am five feet four inches tall.

I like dancing, swimming, riding horse-
back and boxing. | am a very lonely guy.
I hope you will put this letter in the
Pony Express.—James Hoffman, 2238
Gaine Street, St. Louis City, Missouri.

Dear Editor:

I sincerely hope that this letter will
find a place, in the Pony Express, as |
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would like very much to correspond with
other readers from all parts of the
U. S. A. and foreign countries.

Even though 1 live in a fairly large
city, there are times when | get pretty
lonesome. | sincerely believe that a few
pen friends would help matters a great
deal. Anyway, | hope that you will give
me the chance to find out by publishing
this letter in the Pony Express.

I am a young man, twenty-six years of
age, five feet nine and one half inches tall
and tip the scales at one hundred and
forty-two pounds.

I have black hair and blue eyes." | am
Irish and English. As to whether I'm
good looking and handsome or what have
you—I'll let my correspondents judge
that for themselves. | will send a photo-
graph to every one who writes to me,
especially those sending me one of them-
selves.

I am especially interested in hearing
from young ladies between nineteen and
twenty-six. | promise to answer every
letter received, even though | have to lay
off work a couple of days to do it—
Robert G. Hale, Box 1923, Tulsa, Okla-
homa.

Dear Editor:

I enjoy the Pony Express department
that you conduct in each issue. Although
I am not any more lonely than the aver-
age individual, | enjoy making new con-
tacts and getting acquainted with new
people.

Through the facilities that your de-
partment offers, | have made several of
these contacts and have enjoyed writing
to the people | have met in this manner.
Consequently, | propose to have you print
a letter requesting more friends. Would
you be so kind?

I am a brown-haired, blue-eyed girl,
not yet twenty and am about five feet
four or five inches tall. | am quite ver-
satile and will be able to correspond in-
telligently about almost any topic, sport,
hobby or ambition.

My sister would also like to receive
some letters. She is a few years older
than I am and about the same height and
weight. However, she is by far the
better looking.

She prefers tall, dark fellows. [I'll take
anything, but would like to receive snap-
shots.

I hope you’ll bear my double plea and
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help me all you can by publishing my/
letter. My name is Virginia and my
sister’s is Vickie.—Virginia Steltz, 48
Broadway, Kingston, New York.

Dear Editor:

I'm a girl.

I've dark brown hair and eyes,

A medium complexion, too

And of medium size

And love to write—1 do.

I'm 'most seventeen,

Have | got a twin?

My birthday is,

Now don’t forget,

September twenty-fifth.

Now, | suggest you get a pen.

Boys and girls,

And write in to—Maria Baldassano,
2236 Clifton Avenue, Chicago, Illinois.

Dear Editor:

Here is a lonesome boy from the dear
old Lone Star State.

I am seventeen years of age, weigh one
hundred and thirty pounds, have gray
eyes and brown hair, stand five feet eight
and one half inches.

I live on a ranch. 1 can sing and play
the guitar a little. 1 sure do get lone-
some, as | don’'t go to school.

I would like pen friends between the
ages of fourteen and seventeen—girls
especially.

To the first four | will send snapshots,
but will answer all letters.—Vernon Lee
Greer, Dripping Springs, Texas.

Dear Editor:

I am a lonely New Zealand girl, nine-
teen years old, five feet four inches tall,
have wavy reddish-brown hair, brown
eyes and a fair complexion.

I am interested in all topics and out-
door sports. | promise to answer all
letters promptly and would love to ex-
change snapshots with any one willing to
correspond.

Come on, all you boys in the wild and
woolly West and in foreign countries,
please don’t disappoint me.—Myra Breck,
775 Gladstone Road, Gisborne, New
Zealand.

Dear Editor:

I am a very lonely girl of seventeen
who lives way, way down South.
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I have long black curly hair and browa
eyes. | am five feet three inches tall and

.weigh one hundred and eight pounds.

I was elected yell leader for this com-
ing football season.

My hobbies are football, dancing,
swimming, tennis and collecting snap-
shots. Come on and be my friends and

write to me. | will gladly exchange snap-
shots.—Sharon Dawn, 3524 Pineridge
Street, Houston, Texas.

Dear Editor:

I am a lonely aviator attached to the
U. S. S. Northampton, way out here in
Long Beach, California.

I would like to have pen friends from
anywhere in the United States. | will
exchange snapshots and answer all let-
ters.

I am six feet one and weigh one hun-
dred and eighty-five pounds. Have dark
curly hair, blue eyes and ruddy com-
plexion. | am considered good looking.

Come on, girls, give a lonely bird a
break.—J. E, Ray, U. S. S. Northampton,
Long Beach, California.

Dear Editor:

I am seventeen years old, five feet ten
inches tall and weigh one hundred and
forty pounds.

I would like to hear from boys and
girls from all over the world. 1 guaran-
tee to answer every letter | receive.

I am interested in stamps and photog-
raphy and will be able to exchange both
stamps and photos.—Frank Teague, Ara-
berley, North Canterbury, New Zealand.

Dear Editor:

This is my first effort to try to crash
the Pony Express. Have you, by any
chance, a place aboard your Pony Ex-
press for a young girl in her 'teen6?

As | said before, I am a girl in my
'teens with dark brown hair, blue eyes
and stand five feet one inch tall.

I am interested in all sports, both in-
door and outdoor.

I hail from St. Catherines, Ontario, the
fruit-growing center of the North.

I was born in Toronto, but raised in
St. Catharines. | am very lonely so
would like to secure a pen friend.
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Be a friend to a lonely maiden in dis-
tress and answer my pleat It doesn't
matter about age or size.—Marguerite
Heaman, 35 Raymond Street, St. Catha-
rines, Ontario.

Dear Editor:

I am a lonely Australian girl, fifteen
years of age. | have blond hair and hazel
eyes.

I love all sports,
swimming and cricket.

I would like to correspond with some
cowboy from sixteen to twenty years of
age. Come on, some one, write to a
lonely Australian girl.—Betty Heatley,
Collins Creek Road, Kyogle, New South
Wales, Australia.

especially riding,

Dear Editor:

As an interested reader of your maga-
zine, | would be obliged if you would
insert my request for pen friends, pref-
erably from dwellers of the range land,
Canada, Texas, Arizona or Nevada.

I am five feet four inches tall, twenty-
three years old, have brown hair and
blue-gray eyes,

I am interested in reading, singing and
cowboy films.

Thanking you and wishing you con-
tinued success—Marion Murphy, 6
Shrewsbury Road, Tallsbridge, Dublin,
Ireland.

Dear Editor:

Won't some lonely boys and girls write
to me? | am twenty-three years old and
have brown hair and eyes.

1'd like to hear from some lonely cow-
boys, as well as other pen friends.

Here's hoping my mail box will be
swamped with mail in the very near
future.—Alice Freitas, 3240 San Leandro
Street, Oakland, California.

Dear Editor:

I am eighteen years old and have
graduated from high school. 1 am five
feet ten inches tall, weigh one hundred
and forty pounds and am considered to
be handsome.

I have black wavy hair, gray eyes and
a fair complexion.

I am quite active in sports and like
them all. Dancing is my favorite form
of recreation. Although | like to dance
ao well, I have plenty of time to write.
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Come on and let me hear from some of
you.—James Whitsett, 320 Montrose
Avenue, Akron, Ohio.

Dear Editor:

I would like to have some girls to
write to—if you can get me some.

I prefer girls from sixteen to twenty,
especially those from the country, vil-
lages, etc.

I am a young man, twenty-two years
old and six feet tall. | have dark hair.
I am fond of music, dancing, motoring
and young ladies. | collect stamps, snap-
shots and postcards.

Drop me aline. I'll have a special gift
for the first ten who write.—Ken Man-
ning, 35 Wonford Road, Exeter 6, Devon-
shire, England.

Dear Editor;

I am sixteen years old, have brown
eyes and brown curly hair. | am five feet
two inches tall and weigh one hundred
and two pounds. My hobby is writing
stories.

I like all sports, especially dancing. |
would like to hear from boys and girls
in the wild and woolly West. 1 will an-
swer letters from city folks, too. [I'll
exchange snapshots. Come on, cowboys
and cowgirls, sling some ink my way.—
Mildred Weaver, 100 Main Street, Irwin,
Pennsylvania.

We acknowledge letters from the
following:

Gotdia Angel
Robert Arbogast
Dorothy Barnes k
Phyllis” Beaumont ilarvclla Mae
Frank Brennan Clara Marcnger
Magne Bryers Fred L. Mason

A. 8. Burns Eric Masters

BlHc -Carpenter Eileen McCormack
Mae Rath Cooper Thorn Mcnnini
Vera Crougb . Geraldine Miller
Florence D&igneauit Joyce Mills

Bobbie Edgier Edith Needham
Lawrence Garrett Victoria Notrangeio
Berts Gilbraith James Payne

William KnirtOB
Esther Lewis
Knight M. Lucas

Reginald Giles Sherry Piche
Dorothy Girard Miaa McFay Pierce
Elrua Patsy Gcerts Wilbur Pike

Irene Grisley John H_ Poloney
Mabel Harris Pauline Remeta
Frances Hawk Frances Sahota

Louise Hester Pe(t;gy_ Sehatn
pPa

Marion Hodge ricia Scary
Ruth Huffman. Leo_Seegtr
Jeanette Hurst Louise_Smith

Anna Thomas
Barbara Tost*
Sharia Watley
Hilda WieSes
Mbit William*

Leonard_Johns
George Johnson
Doris SI, Johns}*
Katherine Kelly
Ana Keritt
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